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I 

PREFACE. 

It is a sweet and encouraging decla¬ 
ration, that “ Jesus Christ came into 
the world to save sinners.” This was 

the chief object of his benevolent mis¬ 

sion; and accordingly, through the whole 
course of his ministry, he was constant¬ 

ly engaged in persuading men to “ look 

unto him that they might be saved.” 

There was no aggravation of sin which 

he could not effectually cleanse; and his 
good will extended to the chief of sin¬ 

ners. Plow lovely was the character of 
Christ in this aspect! How consoling 

to the weary and heavy laden, to know 
that they could approach to him as one 

able and willing to give them relief from 



6 PREFACE. 

the burden of their sins! From the days 

of his appearance on earth until the pre¬ 

sent time, there has been “ no other name 

given under heaven among men” by 

which man could be saved. He is now 

the gracious refuge to which sinners 

may flee from the wrath to come. His 

tender invitation now salutes the ear of 

the convinced and ruined sinner, and 

inspires him with hope. 

As far as observation has furnished 

us the means of judging, in most in¬ 

stances men are effectually called and 

converted, before old age or their last 

sickness has come upon them. After 

long continued obduracy, the heart seems 

to have contracted an insensibility which 

resists all efforts to soften and subdue 

it; and for very substantial reasons; the 

repentance which seems to be extorted 

by the terrors of a near approaching 

death is rendered suspicious. It is fool¬ 

ish and dangerous in the extreme, to 

postpone preparation for heaven to a 
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dying hour. The exercises of the mind, 

at. such a juncture, are generally affected 

by disease, and may be deceptive. 

Yet while we maintain that death-bed 

repentance is not certainly to be relied 

on, we would not limit the sovereign 

grace of God. He may, and he no doubt, 

in some instances, has extended his mer¬ 

cy to the sinner who has continued im¬ 

penitent until brought to the borders of 

the grave. The thief on the cross was 

savingly converted in perhaps the very 

last hour of his life. The compassion 

of Christ visited him, while dying a death 

of ignominy, and promised him a place 

in the heavenly paradise. It has well 

been remarked by some one, that the 

case of the thief on the cross has been 

recorded to keep the greatest sinner 

from despair, and that it is the only 

one of the kind recorded, to guard men 

against a presumptuous delay. 

In this volume we have presented 

some narratives, illustrating the sove- 
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reign grace of God to dying sinners, 

and proving that he is long-suffering and 

kind, not willing that any should perish, 

but that they should come unto him and 

live. If the reader learns the lesson 

which they are intended to convey, he 

will admire the grace of God, and ven¬ 

ture his soul upon the covenanted love 

of God in Christ Jesus; but if he abuses 

his privilege in thus contemplating the 

grace of God in conversion, and delays 

repentance under the expectation that 

he also may be accepted in a dying hour, 

we tenderly warn him that he is jeop¬ 

arding his salvation, and provoking the 

wrath of the Most High. 
O 

W. M. E. 



DYING HOURS. 

SKETCH OF DR. H. T. 

My Very Dear Sir:—At your request, 1 

shall give, and with great pleasure, a short 
sketch of the life and death of Dr. H. T. He 
was a native of Kentucky. The families of 
which he was descended, both paternally and 
maternally, were, and still are, among the 
most wealthy, fashionable, influential and in¬ 
telligent of that flourishing State. I need not 
say to you, that the wealth and fashion of 
Virginia were transferred, at once, into that 
fertile region of the west, where nature ap¬ 
pears to have opened her richest treasures, 
and poured them forth in the most splendid 
profusion, to enrich and adorn the face of 
the earth. T. drew his first breath in the 
atmosphere of opulence and exterior refine¬ 
ment. Slaves waited upon his childhood 
and youth, ready to minister to his case, and 
gratify all his wishes. Ilis father, benevolent 
and liberal to all around him, was peculiarly 
so to his children. He withheld from them 
no reasonable gratification. Young H. was 
beautiful, sprightly, interesting, and sensible 
in his childhood. Of course he was a favour- 

2 
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ite. His parents, the domestics, and even 
strangers loved him. After acquiring the 
rudiments of an English education, in the 
best manner that Kentucky could afford, he 
was put to the grammar school of Mr.—, 
who was deservedly celebrated in that coun¬ 
try. Though H. was not remarkably atten¬ 
tive to his studies, such was his quickness 
and soundness of memory, that with a mode¬ 
rate share of application, he soon outstripped 
all his equals in the study of classical litera¬ 
ture. At a very early age, for this country, 
he became a tolerable proficient in the Latin 
and Greek languages. The elegance of his 
person, and the ease of his manners, his taste 
in dress, and the neatness and perspicuity of 
his style, and his fluency in conversation, 
added to an unusually rapid flow of social 
feelings, rendered him, when but a boy, the 
delight of all his associates, and the pride of 
his family and friends. Yet he possessed an 
acuteness of feeling, and a quickness of tem¬ 
per, which made him, on some occasions, a 
little petulant. 

The course of classical literature usual in 
Kentucky, with some other preparatory stu¬ 
dies, having been completed, he commenced 
the study of medicine, with one of the most 
respectable physicians in the town of Lexing¬ 
ton. In this study he spent three years. 
During this period, though but a youth be¬ 
tween the ages of seventeen and nineteen, 
he mingled with all the first society of that 
gay, luxurious, and dissipated place. He 
was the sun of every circle. During that 
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period he was engaged in a duel, or as they 
term it there, and elsewhere, in the ungodly 
world, “an affair of honour.” There was an 
accommodation, however, on the field, before 
either of the parties was injured. 

We are now about to see our youth 
launched into a greater sea of folly and 
fashion. His father resolved to send him to 
Philadelphia, that he might there finish his 
medical studies, in the deservedly distin¬ 
guished University of Pennsylvania; where 
he might have the benefit of the first medi¬ 
cal lectures in the new world, and, in some 
respects, equal perhaps to any in the old. 
You will perceive, that all this time I have 
said nothing of his religious education, of his 
moral or spiritual improvement. Alas! in 
the world usually called great, there is rarely 
any ground to enlarge on these subjects in 
the story of youth. Though master T. was 
taught to scorn any thing that might be 
thought mean, to cherish a principle of integ¬ 
rity in all his dealings, and to be generous to 
the needy, yet he was not accustomed early 
to perform these duties, as enjoined by the 
great and good Being, who made him, or 
from any respect for his laws; but merely as 
affairs honourable among men, and worthy 
of a gentleman. As to morality, he was 
probably not different from the major part 
of young men of his age and standing about 
Lexington. I shall not go into details here. 
I had rather let the curtain fall. In general, 
it must be said, that he was far from pos¬ 
sessing those moral feelings, to say nothing 
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of religion, which were calculated to preserve 
him from ruin in a great city, in which the 
facilities of vice are rendered almost number¬ 
less, and in which the only safety, for any 
young man, is to keep himself out of the way 
of temptation. In one word, he was devoid 
both of religious feeling and religious know¬ 
ledge, as will shortly appear. 

The known high standing of his family, 
especially of his father, and the letters of 
introduction with which he was furnished, 
insured him admission into any society he 
chose. His own personal qualities secured 
him the favour of all the ungodly part of 
the fashionable world. Indeed he possessed, 
in a remarkable degree, the power of crea¬ 
ting an interest in his favour with all who 
knew him. Among the hundreds of young 
men who resort to the medical school at 
Philadelphia, II. T. could not fail of finding 
many disposed to open for him a highway 
to every criminal gratification. He soon 
became himself an adept, a leader in the 
ways of vice, and a frequent visitant of the 
haunts of dissipation. He generally, indeed, 
attended the lectures, by which he increased 
his previous stock of medical knowledge, 
but his great delight was in the dancing as¬ 
sembly, the theatre, the card party, the-. 
Oh! poor human nature, when the best of 
children arc by nature thus fallen. And will 
no kind angel of mercy reach the hand of 
salvation to this hapless youth, sinking, how 
deep! into an ocean, a bottomless ocean of 
corruption? Wait, and I will tell you. Three 
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years he spent chiefly in Philadelphia. Once 
or twice he visited, in that period, his friends 
in Kentucky. A young gentleman, a near 
friend of mine, travelled with him from Bed¬ 
ford, in Pennsylvania, to Philadelphia, in the 
stage, on his last return from Kentucky, to 
attend the medical lectures. He said he had 
travelled with a young Dr. T. of Kentucky, 
who would be the most fascinating young 
man he had ever seen, did he not swear pro¬ 
fanely. His last winter in Philadelphia, was 
one of greater dissipation than any of the 
former. With all his great opportunities, he 
was barely able to procure a degree. A 
mind so excellent, and feelings so noble as 
his, were thus expended in the mad career 
of vicious indulgence. 

About the time that he received his degree 
of m. d. he visited the city of Washington to 
see his father married to his second wife; a 
lady connected with people of the highest 
rank in the United States. In his career ot 
fashionable folly, he took no care of his 
health. While in the city of Washington, he 
caught a cold, which, settling upon his lungs, 
produced a considerable inflammation. He 
also had a slight fever. In order to remove 
these complaints he took some medicine. In 
swallowing it, a coughing was produced, 
which ruptured a blood vessel in his lungs; 
the consequence of which was an immediate 
discharge of nearly one quart of blood, threat¬ 
ening him with instant death. My friend, I 
know your thoughts. You think this alarmed 
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the gay young doctor, and turned his thoughts 
on religion and a future world. No. Alarmed 
he was, but religion never commanded in his 
bosom one transient emotion. That bosom 
which heaved with pity at the woes of the 
miserable, and prompted to give even the 
last shilling to the “beggar boy,” could not be 
softened by impending death, to one thought 
of God, or one relenting pang, for ingratitude 
to the Giver of all good: could not be roused 
to seek “refuge from danger,” by all the 
horrors of the gulf of perdition, on whose 
dark verge he was tottering. How obstinate 
is human depravity! 

He immediately set off for Philadelphia, to 
seek for medical aid. He arrived without 
any return of the discharge of blood, and 
placed himself under the care of Dr. P. His 
vigour of body, which had been greatly im¬ 
paired, rapidly increased. In a few weeks 
it rose nearly to the tone of health. A party 
was formed for an excursion to the country. 
Dr. T. was invited to make one of it. Though 
sensible of the danger to which he was ex¬ 
posed, he could not deny himself the gratifi¬ 
cation. By exposure to rain, fatigue, and 
much exercise of social feeling, a coughing 
was produced, and the discharge of blood 
returned upon him. An ulcer on his lungs 
was soon formed. He had a constant cough, 
and in a few days began to discharge pus 
from his lungs. lie soon experienced a great 
prostration of strength. In this state he 
formed the resolution of setting off for Ken- 
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tucky; fi journey of seven hundred miles; 
and a considerable portion of it over rug¬ 
ged mountains. His physician advised him 
against it; probably thinking that he would 
not nave strength to lqach his father’s resi¬ 
dence, and that he might, die among stran¬ 
gers, who would neglect to minister to his 
comforts, during his last moments. His reso¬ 
lution, however, was taken. He prepared for 
setting off. The preparations plainly evinced 
that he did not himself apprehend death, 
though, as a physician, he would have pro¬ 
nounced it inevitable in another. He pur¬ 
chased a chaise at about four hundred dollars, 
a horse at two hundred; also shoes, boots, 
and full suits of the best quality of clothing 
the city could afford, and made of course in 
the first style of fashion. He also hired to 
attend him a black servant, for whom he 
purchased a fine horse. Thus equipped, and 
forgetting as much as possible the fatal dis¬ 
ease that preyed upon his vitals, he set oft’ to 
return to his native State, little doubting but 
he should there dash in the gayest circles of 
fashion, and soon be at the head of his pro¬ 
fession in Kentucky. 

Having seen him take leave for ever of 
Philadelphia, let us linger behind, a little, to 
drop a tear over the multitudes of godless 
associates whom he has left behind him. 
Multitudes of youth of the first natural parts, 
of the best collegiate education which our 
country can afford, and out of the wealthy 
and influential families in the Union, every 
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year resort to Philadelphia to procure a know¬ 
ledge of th.e. healing. art.. IIoxv many -of 
them, alas! like.Dr. are either confirmed 
in habits of vice, or initiated into, the .dark 
mysteries of libertinism; and tnese are the 
angels destined to’watt around the beds of 
dying mortals'! Ilow poorly calculated are 
such men to minister consolation to the dying, 
or “ to smooth the path of death!” Even the 
heathen god Esculapius rebukes and disal¬ 
lows them to minister at his altars. How 
destructive an influence have they upon the 
state of society! Do they not, by their exam¬ 
ple and conversation, in instances numerous, 
lead into dissipation, and produce more dis¬ 
ease than the whole amount of what they 
remove? Will the God of nature bless, ought 
we to expect him to bless, the prescriptions of 
such physicians, for removing the afflictions 
brought on by sin? lie may, he sometimes 
does, but we ought not to expect it. I mean 
no reflection on the medical school, none on 
the faculty generally, none upon those gentle¬ 
men who fill the medical chairs. No. I am 
not aware that they merit any. Many gen¬ 
tlemen of this profession adorn society, and 
Avliat is more, adorn the church. It is the 
state of society that I deplore, and the nu¬ 
merous temptations which it presents. Would 
to God that all those whose business it is to 
alleviate the sufferings of the miserable, and 
diminish human misery by promoting health, 
were calculated to impart moral and reli¬ 
gious instruction, on those impressive occa- 
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sions which are so frequently presented in 
the course of their practice. 

As Dr. T. has bid a final adieu to his as¬ 
sociates in folly and vice, so we shall leave 
them in the hand of God, and follow the 
Doctor on his journey westward. We find 
him at Bloody Run, a village in the Alle¬ 
ghany Mountains, about two hundred miles 
west of Philadelphia; his strength exhaust¬ 
ed, utterly unable to prosecute his journey 
further, confined to his bed among entire 
strangers, in a house crowded with the noisy 
wagoners, who drive teams through those 
mountains. This village is seven miles east 
from Bedford, lately become celebrated, on 
account of the numerous and valuable min¬ 
eral springs in its neighbourhood. Bedford 
is a place of extensive fashionable resort in 
the summer season. At Bloody Run he be¬ 
gan to despond. It was indeed a sad reverse 
which he experienced. “ Nursed in the lap 
of ease” from childhood, he is now among 
entire strangers, sighing under the pressure 
of an incurable disease. A young gentle¬ 
man of Bedford, Dr. E., who had attended 
one course of medical lectures with Dr. T., 
and formed a partial acquaintance with him, 
as soon as his situation was known, had 
him conveyed to Bedford, and provided with 
lodgings, in a private house, as it was the 
season of bathing, and all the houses were 
crowded with visitants. Here I first saw 
him. It was at the request of Dr. E., 
who said he was a hapless and interesting 
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stranger, who was not far from death, and 
had no one to comfort, or even speak to him, 
except a dull black servant, who knew little 
of his master. When introduced into his 
room, mingled and lively sensations were 
excited. He was in bed where his weakness 
confined him. The vivacity and fire of youth 
yet shone in his countenance. His eye was 
still keen, and expressive of a quick, brilliant, 
and ardent mind. He endeavoured to render 
himself agreeable. Indeed it required no 
effort to render him in an uncommon degree 
interesting. But alas! there was one sad 
drawback. He swore very profanely. His 
mind ran upon the theatre, at which he had 
been, while in Philadelphia, a constant at¬ 
tendant. He recited some pieces with great 
ardour to illustrate the attitudes, tone, and 
emphasis of distinguished players. Some of 
the pieces which he selected were extremely 
licentious. However, the more licentious, the 
more he seemed to delight in them. Thus 
though almost in the arms of death, he would 
exhaust his remaining strength in reciting 
unchaste and impious selections from plays, 
which ought never to be read, or heard by 
any human being. How do ladies hear those 
things in the theatre, without a blush, which 
in private would be esteemed the grossest 
insult? This by the way. 

Youth and age, will you visit with me this 
young man? Uo you desire that your dying 
moments shall be thus spent? Speak. Let 
conscience answer. My heart sunk within 
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me, as I saw “ death and sin,” committing 
their ravages upon one of the fairest portions 
of the work of God, and rendering it a loath¬ 
some mass, disgusting, shocking. I became 
attached to him, though shocked with his 
profaneness. I soon learned of what family 
he was, and that he was the same H. T. 
of whom my friend had spoken. I did not 
reprove him in the slightest degree during 
thi' first short visit. He pressed me to call 
again, to call frequently. “When,” said 
he, “ I was the gay and fashionable Dr. T., 
in high health and able to contribute to the 
amusement of company, my society was 
sought after by young men. Now I am sick, 
and in need of something to render me cheer¬ 
ful, they all forsake me. Far from all my 
relations, in this lonely condition, you will 
have pity upon me, and see me as often as 
convenient. You see I am fond of society.” 
I promised, and took leave. Here one can¬ 
not help remarking of how little value the 
friendship of the world is. It only discovers 
itself when least needed. The ungodly can¬ 
not endure the sober solemnity which is 
spread around a sick bed; much less those 
thoughts of death which intrude themselves 
into the antechambers of the grave. Worldly 
men possess less benevolence, and are more 
wrapped in themselves than is generally sup¬ 
posed. Do you ever see Christians thus for¬ 
sake each other in their distress? Do they fly 
from the sick, or death beds of friends? No, 
never. Their friendship is deeply rooted in 
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the heart. It is nourished and unfolds its 
blossoms in the sunshine of prosperity, and 
its fruits are ripened and mellowed by the 
frosts of adversity. 

How deplorable was now the situation of 
this youth, who, to use a phrase of the world, 
had appeared one of the favourites of for¬ 
tune! No friend to comfort him; the tide of 
life rapidly ebbing; his impiety gathering 
strength; and not even calling upon his God 
for mercy! Eternal misery threatens to make 
him her prey. How many thousands die 
thus! Young man, young woman, think 
before it is too late. Pardon me, my friend, 
this warmth. I know you do. 

Dr. W. of Bedford had been called in to 
attend upon Dr. T. This was a favour¬ 
able circumstance. For though death could 
not be deprived of his prey, his approach¬ 
es might be rendered comparatively easy 
through the instrumentality of so skilful 
and attentive a physician. In conversation 
with me on the case of Dr. T., he said, 
“ there is no hope of his recovery. He is far, 
very far beyond the power of medicine. You 
should tell him so. I have been as plain with 
him on that subject as perhaps a physician 
ought to be with his patient. He does not 
appear to understand me. Were it another’s 
case, lie would see death approaching. But 
he does not seem to have the smallest appre¬ 
hension of death.” A Dr. H. of Virginia 
was invited to see him. We all concurred 
i»i the opinion that his death was inevitable, 
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and probably within two or three weeks. 
On the next day I found him in the same 
state. He had, however, been told that it 
was impolite to swear before me. This he 
avoided, for he would violate, knowingly, 
no law of politeness. This he would have 
deemed high treason against every thing 
excellent. But Shakspeare, Kotzebue, and 
other licentious dramatists were still upon 
his tongue. The most unchaste portions of 
their plays appeared evidently to have made 
the deepest impression; to have interwove 
themselves with every fibre of his heart. 
The greatest votaries of theatrical amuse¬ 
ments must have perceived something highly 
incongruous in the state of Dr. T.’s mind 
relative to this point, had they witnessed these 
death-bed scenes. After some introductory 
remarks respecting the nature of his com¬ 
plaint, I asked Dr. T. whether he considered 
his night sweats and his fevers hectic, and 
his diarrhea colliquative? He said “Yes, no 
doubt of it, and they proceed from ulcer in 
the lungs.” He was then asked how long 
patients in consumption usually lived after 
those symptoms appeared? “ Two or three 
weeks,” was his reply. I then thought he 
must be sensible of the near approaches 
which the king of terrors was making to 
him. What was my astonishment to hear 
him, with the very next breath, say to his 
servant, “John, take care to have the horse 
and gig in good order;” and turning to me, 
he continued, “ I mean to set off in two or 
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three days for Kentucky, and thence to the 
Southern States to spend the winter there. I 
hope the travelling and mild air of the South 
will restore my health.” At that time he 
could scarcely have risen from his bed. The 
thoughts of death were as far from his mind, 
as in the days of health, and greatest gaiety; 
as far from him as when in the theatre, or 
ball room. I said to him:—“ Doctor, no one 
would be more happy than myself that a 
young man of your education and genius 
should be restored to health and to society. 
But let me tell you, I fear you will never 
see cither the Southern States, or Kentucky. 
Dr. W., Dr. II. and myself are all of opinion 
that you have no prospect of recovery, and 
that the termination of your earthly course 
is not many weeks distant. We have thought 
it proper to mention to you this opinion, that 
you may make some arrangements in rela¬ 
tion to the property which you have with 
you. I hope also you will not think me 
impertinent, should I suggest to you, the pro¬ 
priety of making some arrangements relative 
to a future state of existence. As a rational 
man, Doctor, you will no doubt think this 
proper.” One could easily read in his counte¬ 
nance that he considered all these remarks 
very indelicate. Indeed, he afterwards told 
me, that at the time, he thought me extremely 
impertinent. However, he was a gentleman 
too well bred to express any displeasure. 
He replied, “Yes, sir. Certainly, sir. By all 
means. I mean to settle my accounts. Every 
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man ought to be ready to stand his trial. I 
mean to be ready. Quite proper. I have 
always been generous to the poor. I have 
never committed murder, nor wronged any 
man. 0! yes, sir, I mean to settle my ac¬ 
counts and be ready for my trial.’’ All 
this was pronounced with much vivacity and 
without any seeming unconcern. How dread¬ 
ful to see a fellow mortal plunging into the 
boundless ocean of eternity with such delu¬ 
sive hopes! Yet, how many, were they now 
to have delivered to them such a message as 
that to Dr. T., would find their hopes no bet¬ 
ter; nay,precisely of the same kind with his! 
The question will ere long be as important, 
as nearly interesting to us, as it was to the 
subject of these remarks. It ought to be so 
now. It was said to him, “ Doctor, you no 
doubt believe the Bible.” His reply was, 
“ Yes, sir. 0 yes, sir. To be sure, I never 
read it much. My father believes the Bible. 
He subscribed to aid the building of churches. 
I have heard Dr. Campbell* preach, and 
think him quite an orator. Yes, sir, I mean 
to be ready for my trial.” How my heart 
sunk within me! I said to him:—“Though 
before any earthly tribunal, I have no doubt, 
Doctor, you would receive as honourable an 
acquittal as any one, yet, you will have soon 
to appear before a tribunal, where, if you 
receive a sentence of acquittal, it will not be 
through the rigid exercise of justice. No, it 

* The late very learned and pious Rev. Dr. John P. 
Campbell, of Kentucky. 
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will be through mercy, mere mercy.” This 
was pronounced with feeling and solemnity. 
It seemed to move him. He said, “have 
you a Bible in your house?” “God forbid,” 
said I, “that I should not have a Bible in 
my house.” He requested that I would bring 
him one, and immediately began to talk 
about Solomon’s temple; asking me, “are 
you, sir, a freemason?” Upon hearing me 
reply, “no, sir, I never had the honour of be¬ 
longing to that respectable association;” said 
he, “ 0 then it’s all over.” “ Why?” he was 
asked, “can no one except a freemason know 
any thing of the Bible?” He apologized, 
and was really distressed that he had either 
thought or spoken so rashly and impolitely. 
“ Perhaps,” said he, “ you can and will be 
so good as to point me to that part of the 
Bible which describes Solomon’s temple. 
I think too, there is an account given of a 
hero called Joshua, who commanded the sun 
to stand still, and it obeyed him. There is 
too, I think, a story about another general, 
Moses, who divided the Red Sea. Is there 
not? I shall thank you to mark these places.” 
He appeared to have very, very little wish 
to see the Bible, but to gratify his curiosity 
as to the architecture of Solomon’s temple, 
and to read the story of Joshua, Moses, &c. 
whom he, no doubt, compared to Edward 
the Black Prince, or any other captain de¬ 
lineated by Shakspeare, or other dramatists. 
He was promised a Bible with the references 
which he requested. One was bought for 
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him, and on the following day presented to 
him. He was directed to the stories of Moses 
and Joshua, and the descriptions of the tem¬ 
ple at Jerusalem, and also to the three last 
chapters of Matthew's gospel, containing an 
account of the crucifixion and resurrection of 
oui Redeemer. After a great deal more con¬ 
versation about theatres, copious eulogies on 
Shakspeare, and much regret expressed that 
the clergy did not more generally study the 
prince of dramatic poets, he was presented 
with his Bible. He said, “ I have been try¬ 
ing to settle my accounts. They seem to be 
in great disorder. I cannot make them bal¬ 
ance. They are in utter disorder; I can 
make nothing of them.” While uttering these 
sentiments, there was more seriousness in 
his manner than he had exhibited before. In 
fact, until now, his whole air and manner 
was that of a vivacious, dashing young man, 
who is all sprightliness, and hardly takes 
time either to think, or speak one serious 
word. He now began to feel. He found 
what he had not before even suspected, that 
his spiritual affairs were in a state of the 
most alarming derangement. Thousands, 
upon a little reflection, would meet with a 
similar disappointment. 

On the next visit, I was, as before, enter¬ 
tained with theatrical anecdotes, or disserta¬ 
tions on political affairs. The few thoughts 
^hich he could spare from the amusements 
of fashion, were consecrated to party politics. 
His object seemed to be to amuse me as well 

3 



26 SKETCH OF DR. H. T. 

as possible, that I might not find my visits to 
his room disagreeable. He very soon, how¬ 
ever, turned his subject of discourse to the 
Bible. It became manifest immediately that 
he had read more than the passages which 
had been selected. The story of the cruci¬ 
fixion of Christ had made a deep impression 
upon his mind. He looked further into the 
character of Jesus, and greatly admired it, as 
possessing uncommon excellence. One thing 
struck him as peculiarly remarkable. He dis¬ 
covered that Christ was perfectly free from 
all iniquity. He could not conceive why it 
was that God should deliver him into the 
hands of the malignant Jews, and permit 
them to put him to death, with all the ago¬ 
nizing tortures of crucifixion, and in addition 
to all, should give him reason to cry out, 
“ My God, my God, why hast thou forsaken 
me?” To have this explained, he was ex¬ 
tremely eager. He was then told that “ Christ 
had laid down his life a ransom for sinners,” 
because “ the Lord had laid on him the ini¬ 
quity of us all;” that it was not for his own 
sins, but because he “bore our sins in his 
own body upon the cross,” that he had suffer¬ 
ed those excruciating pains, and the frowns 
of his Father’s countenance; that as a substi¬ 
tute in the room of sinners and bearing the 
punishment due to their sins, he had been 
subjected to the pains of crucifixion; and that 
it is only in consequence of his obedience to 
the laws of God, and his sufferings, that any 
sinner can hope for pardon. He was told, 
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that so far from being able to make repara¬ 
tion to God for past offences, we are so frail 
as to be still adding to our guilt. All this he 
heard with great attention. Bnt I easily per¬ 
ceived that he could hardly think men so very 
criminal, especially himself. The sin of in¬ 
gratitude towards God was placed before him 
in very lively colours. “God has fed us, he 
has clothed us, he has caused the revolutions 
of day and night and of the seasons to minis¬ 
ter to our comfort, he has watched over us 
from our infancy with the most unremitting 
care. He gave you, Doctor, your father. 
Your education was from his good provi¬ 
dence. All your blessings, he gave you. 
Were it possible that any earthly friend 
should bestow upon us so many favours, and 
yet we spend whole weeks, or years, nay our 
whole life without one emotion of love, one 
grateful remembrance of him, or offering him 
one expression of thankfulness, what would 
men say of us? What Avould we, what could 
we, say of ourselves?” His heart smote him. 
The enormity of his guilt began to unfold 
itself. His accounts appeared to be still more 
deranged. He began to discover that verily 
he was in need of a Saviour. He requested 
prayers. He began to pray himself, or, as 
he expressed it, “ to converse with the divini¬ 
ty.” The Bible was continually in his hands 
or under his pillow. He called it “his good 
book.” 

You no doubt think this young man already 
“plucked as a brand out of the burning.” 
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But remember it is no light thing to become 
a Christian. Many, no doubt, upon slighter 
evidence, have been pronounced converted. 
It should, however, be well remembered, that 
death-bed repentance is often insincere. A 
desire to be happy is mistaken for a hatred 
of sin. An apparent love to the Bible as “ a 
good book” may proceed from its pointing 
out the road to endless felicity, and not at all 
from its exhibiting the nature and means of 
becoming holy. Hence, we so often see all 
the hopeful appearances of piety commenced 
in sickness vanish upon the return of health, 
“ like the morning cloud and the early dew.” 
It is always however pleasing to every friend 
of man and lover of God, to observe any de¬ 
gree of attention to divine things awakened 
among the ungodly, either in sickness or in 
health; especially to hear them speak of the 
Bible as “a good book,” and witness a prefer¬ 
ence of it to all other books. This was evident¬ 
ly the case with Dr. T. The hundred and 
nineteenth Psalm, the fourteenth, fifteenth 
and sixteenth chapters of John’s gospel, and 
other portions of the Holy Scriptures were 
pointed out to him,as inculcating the necessity 
of holiness in all who would hope to see God; 
while he was continually warned against 
placing any reliance upon his own good 
works, and “ pressed to rely upon the right¬ 
eousness of Christ alone for all hopes of ad¬ 
mission to the divine favour, and to mansions 
of glory after his death, which was drawing 
near. He made great progress in divine 
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knowledge. His questions relative to por¬ 
tions of Scripture, which he read, discovered 
wonderful acuteness. While in this state, he 
received a letter full of parental tenderness 
from his father, who was by this time fully 
advised of the hopeless state of his favourite 
son. He advised his son if he must die, to 
prepare himself by firm resolutions for dying 
without weakness, and with the fortitude qf 
a hero! 

Upon entering his room, he said, “ I have 
just been conversing with the divinity.” This 
was his way of speaking of prayer—and, a 
truly emphatical one it was. Frail man in 
this sinful state converse with the mighty 
Lord of this great universe! Yes; young sin¬ 
ful T. had been “conversing” with Jehovah. 
“ I find,” says the Doctor, “ that God can be 
merciful to sinners, pardon their sins, and 
make them for ever happy, and that he does 
so. But how shall I know that he will me? 
I have been a dreadful transgressor.” I re¬ 
plied, “ my dear sir, God, through Christ, is 
infinitely more willing to pardon your sins 
than you are to ask him.” He had raised 
himself on his elbow, and was looking at me 
with great earnestness. At the conclusion of 
my remark, his face was illuminated with a 
joyful expression, he clasped his hands, and 
falling back upon his pillow, with his eyes 
cast up towards heaven, exclaimed in trans¬ 
port, “ Oh! that is joyful news to me.” 
Thanks to thy name, 0 God, for all thy good¬ 
ness to the fallen race of Adam. Miserable 



30 SKETCH OF DR. H. T. 

would have been the best comfort which 
those who deny the atonement could have 
afforded to this dying sinner. He had re¬ 
sorted to his own works with a view to bal¬ 
ance accounts with his God. He had utterly 
failed. He had probably repented as sin¬ 
cerely as any without looking upon that Jesus 
whom our sins have pierced, can repent. All 
was insufficient. Though his conscience was 
blunted by sin, it was not sophisticated by 
false reasonings. It awoke now and per¬ 
formed its duty. It refused to be appeased 
until the blood of Christ was sprinkled upon 
it. Then streams of gladness were poured 
upon the soul, and the dry and parched wil¬ 
derness, became “like a field that the Lord 
hath blessed.” That moment of peace and 
joy was more to Dr. T. than all the false 
pleasures of his past of life. 

About this time, the symptoms of his dis¬ 
ease began to mitigate. The tide of life which 
had been rapidly ebbing began to rise. His 
brother, a youth of sixteen, and an aged and 
faithful black servant arrived in Bedford from 
Kentucky. Thus a great addition was made 
to his earthly comforts. A good effect was 
also produced upon the state of his health by 
the society of his friends, for in the light of a 
friend he viewed the ancient servant Glouces¬ 
ter. But alas! his piety! It seemed to depart 
from him. He talked to his brother, and the 
old servant about Kentucky, his relations, his 
associates. The memory of former associa¬ 
tions and former scenes, awoke in his bosom. 
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Youthful feelings were revived. An anxiety 
to return to his friends and to the world was 
excited. I attempted to talk—I did talk to 
him about the state of his spiritual concerns. 
He attended, but without much interest. The 
Bible was almost abandoned, for newspapers. 
The claims of Clinton and Madison were 
again discussed. The theatre was again in¬ 
troduced into the chamber of death. Sin and 
the world were daily regaining some of the 
ground which had been lately wrested from 
them. My heart sunk within me; I was 
ready to give over all for lost. For about ten 
days things continued in this deplorable state. 
God, who alone can carry on his own work, 
interposed. Dr. T. was attacked by a violent 
spasmodic cholic. The pain which he expe¬ 
rienced was excruciating. It lasted two days. 
On the evening of the second day, almost as 
soon as I entered his room, he said, “ Well, 
my friend, since this cholic attacked me, I 
have often thought that the Almighty treated 
me harshly. I am, you see, extremely feeble. 
A painful and loathsome consumption had 
drunk up my strength. I am a wretched and 
feeble creature. I had cast myself upon the 
mercy and protection of God in the Saviour. 
You and my good book here had taught 
me to hope that Heaven would receive those 
who threw themselves upon his mercy. I 
hoped he had done it. Then, after all, to 
afflict me with such excruciating pains, tear¬ 
ing to pieces my poor emaciated frame; I 
thought he was treating me harshly. But 
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this afternoon, I have been considering that 
since my brother came to Bedford, I have 
been so much taken up about my friends, 
and the world, and have contracted such a 
fondness for life, that I have almost forgotten 
my God. I have not conversed with him as 
much as I ought. Then to bring my atten¬ 
tion to him, and to religion, he has thus sent 
pains upon me. It has been good for me.” 
I may truly say, this was joyful news to 
me. It could be none other but the work 
of the Spirit of God assisting him to the right 
improvement of his affliction. It had not 
been suggested to him by any human being. 
The language, indeed, which he used, was 
out of the common road altogether; for he 
had not learned the vocabulary of religion. 
His complaints may be compared to Jonah’s 
saying, “ I do well to be angry, even to 
death;” or to David’s, “ Hath the Lord for¬ 
gotten to be gracious? Are his mercies clean 
gone?” Again, “ Verily, to none effect have 
I washed my hands in innocency; every 
morning I anew receive chastisement.” The 
improvement which T. made of his sore afflic¬ 
tion from the cholic was like that of David; 
“ Verily it hath been good for me that I was 
afflicted, that I might be well instructed and 
learn thy laws. Before I was afflicted I went 
astray, but now I keep thy precepts.” The 
ten days of the languishing of grace, and the 
reviving of corruption, may be compared to 
the sojourning of Jacob more than fourteen 
years in the house of Laban, when he forgot 
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to pay his vow, which he made at Bethel; 
or to Solomon’s falling off for a season to 
idolatry, through the influence of his heathen 
wives. In reality, Dr. T. during the period 
of his short Christian course here, exhibited 
an epitome of the various experiences which 
Christians usually pass through in a long life. 

He often spent hours in developing to me, 
with admirable candour, the sins of his past 
life. The theatre was the centre, the begin¬ 
ning and the ending, of those scenes of iniquity 
through which he passed in Philadelphia. I 
cannot pollute my page with what he thought 
he should exhibit to me of his life. These 
scenes of abomination haunted the imagina¬ 
tion of this dying man, both when sleeping 
and waking. Grace, sovereign, omnipotent 
grace alone, could root out those depraved 
habits, could vanquish those deadly foes. As 
an honest man I must declare, that from all 
the impartial observations which I could 
make on this dying youth, I inferred, that the 
most deadly habits of vice had been contract¬ 
ed about the theatre. I do not, I hope, make 
these remarks from any narrow prejudices. 
Few of my friends who do not frequent that 
amusement, regard it with so much indul¬ 
gence as I do. Since capable of reflection 
upon those subjects, I have always been dis¬ 
posed to think, that under proper restrictions, 
it might be a lawful amusement, as well as 
an enlightened one, and rendered an auxiliary 
to virtue, and moral taste, as well as exterior 
refinement. But who, that had witnessed 
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the manner in which it annoyed the spiritual 
peace of Dr. T. when sinking into the grave, 
could regard it in its present state in any other 
light than as hostile to religion and virtue ? 

His health was now in such a state that 
he could occasionally make short excursions 
in the gig. In one of these as I drove him 
past the burying ground, he said, “ perhaps it 
would have been desirable that I should have 
been already laid there.” 

« But, my dear friend, we must not be im¬ 
patient. You must wait patiently till God 
send for you.” “ 0 yes, and so I shall,” was 
his reply. 

On this occasion I could not be certain 
whether the expression of a wish to be laid 
in the grave, proceeded from a weariness of 
life, from pain and disappointment, or from 
a hope of a glorious immortality. I was upon 
the whole inclined to think that both con¬ 
siderations might have united in creating a 
desire to be dismissed from the present life. 
His entire resignation to the will of heaven, 
as to the time when the grave should receive 
his body, was, however, evidential of a gra¬ 
cious principle. 

After his mind became deeply impressed 
with a rational sense of divine things, and 
the beauty and grandeur of the system of re¬ 
demption began to unfold themselves to his 
view, he did not cease to pay the most 
perfect attention to exterior neatness. He 
very justly considered it really a virtue, to 
be careful that our external appearance shall 
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be decent. It was indeed with him habitual. 
When he was so far recovered as to be able 
to ride out, he would have been as careful to 
put on all his clothes tastefully, as when go¬ 
ing formerly to the most gay and fashionable 
party. I have not a doubt that so complete 
was this habit, that he could have been, and 
I hope was earnestly engaged in prayer when 
dressing himself. After he had dressed him¬ 
self with such taste, he often sat for two or 
three hours together at a window of his room 
in the second story with the Bible in his hand. 
The luxuriant branches of a locust, that beau¬ 
tiful American tree, hung down around the 
window where he sat. The placid smile that 
was alive upon his countenance when he 
would look out through the waving boughs, 
attracted the attention of all who passed by. 
The giddy throng of gay and thoughtless peo¬ 
ple, who were then collected at the bath, as 
they sauntered along Julian street, would of¬ 
ten stop and gaze upon him with great inter¬ 
est. Some were even of opinion that there 
was occasionally a preternatural lustre beam¬ 
ing from his countenance. Whether this was 
true or not, there can be no doubt but that 
his face shone, with beams of comfort, peace, 
and joy. The contrast between what he had 
been a few weeks before, and what he was 
then, and between him and the frivolous 
multitude of youth dancing in the sunbeams 
of health and prosperity, was truly striking. 
Who in his right mind would not prefer to 
be Dr. T. now, though within a step of the 
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grave, rather than Dr. T. fluttering in the 
ball room, about the theatre, and at the levees 
of the palace? 

The pure elastic atmosphere of the moun¬ 
tains, the care of an excellent physician, and 
the blessing of God, so fur restored his health 
that he began once more to think of return¬ 
ing to Kentucky. He had indeed no hopes 
of recovery, but he thought duty required 
him to make the attempt. While a man of 
the world and without religion, he never 
thought himself extravagant, though lavish¬ 
ing, in the greatest profusion and prodigality, 
his father’s estate to pamper his appetites, 
gratify his desires, or indulge his vanity. 
Now behold, how religion has changed his 
views and improved his moral feelings. “ I 
have been a very expensive son,” said he, 
“ to my father. When in Philadelphia a 
thousand dollars’ expenditure was a small 
matter to me. I regarded it not. Heaven, 
it is true, has made ample provision for my 
father, but he has a large family. My ex¬ 
penses in this place are tliirty or forty dollars 
a week. This added to all that I have hither¬ 
to expended of the estate of a kind father, is 
too much indeed. I may linger here the 
whole winter. My heart is pained at the 
wealth which I have wasted vainly and sin¬ 
fully. I may possibly be able to travel over 
the mountains with care. If I can reach Pitts¬ 
burgh, the passage down the river Ohio will 
be easy. I ought to make the attempt.” 
Though his friends did not believe it possi- 
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ble for him to endure so much fatigue as 
must be encountered in crossing the great 
mountains, yet so correct were his views, we 
did not dissuade him. A carriage was pre¬ 
pared and a day fixed for his departure. On 
the morning in which he was to depart I 
called. He would not say that he was to 
leave us in a few hours. “ Call,” said he, 
“at twelve.” Indeed he wished to avoid the 
pain of parting. At the hour appointed I call¬ 
ed. He had gone. Many gloomy thoughts 
now crowded upon me. He might die on 
the side of some mountain. He might reach 
home and die without any one to give him 
the slightest spiritual comfort. But I at last 
consoled myself with the consideration, that 
the same gracious God who had brought him 
to Bedford, had put the Bible into his hand, 
afforded him means of understanding it, and 
had blessed the truth to his conversion and 
comfort, as I confidenly hoped, both could 
and would be his guardian until he should 
have introduced him into the New Jeru¬ 
salem. 

He travelled only sixteen miles west of 
Bedford to the foot of the great Apalachian 
mountain, when from its craggy summits, 
there burst a tremendous storm of wind, rain, 
and snow. He however was safely lodged 
at a comfortable tavern before the storm 
broke. It continued to snow and rain for 
several days. The change of weather pro¬ 
duced a rapid decline in the state of his 
health. As soon a tshc. weather cleared up, 
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he returned to Bedford. When I entered his 
room and said, “ Heaven has brought you 
back to us;” he replied with a smile, “0 
yes, it is the will of God that I shall die and 
leave my body here beside you. I am per¬ 
fectly contented. Had I reached Kentucky, 
I might have had my attention drawn away 
Irom my God, and a future world upon which 
I must soon enter. But here, I have nothing 
to do but prepare for my approaching exit.” 
All this and much more to the same purpose 
he uttered with the greatest cheerfulness. 
How delightful are the effects of the benign 
religion of Jesus! See what tranquillity it 
produced in the mind of an impetuous youth, 
about to die among strangers, far from his 
father and his friends! What else could have 
produced these effects? Nothing else in all 
creation. The Bible, Saurin, and a few other 
practical books were his companions, his de¬ 
light. The world was rapidly receding from 
his view. He only turned his eyes to view it 
at a distance, that he might deplore its tu¬ 
mults, its follies, its crimes, its sins. When 
the noise of mirth from the theatre, the ball¬ 
room, and the haunts of dissipation from afar 
fell dying away upon his ear, he would shake 
his head and say, “ Oh! the folly, the sin of 
my poor short life. All my days seem now 
like a dream, a passing vision, but alas! how 
guilty! When I think of my past life, I am 
ready to despond, for my sins are most aggra¬ 
vated and innumerable.” When directed to 
the atonement, the mediation and interces- 
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sion of the Redeemer of men, “ hope lighted 
up the cheek of the penitent mourner.” 

When he was asked, whether, had he now 
the offer of health, with the prospects of life 
which opened before him a few months ago, 
he was certain he would not prefer them? 
After a little serious thought, he replied:— 
“ No. I have already tried them. From the 
highest to the lowest grades of life I have 
tried it. I know what it can give. It is all 
empty. No. No. I cast myself upon the 
protection of my God in Christ. He will 
not, I have a strong hope, cast me off.” 

On the Friday before his death he request¬ 
ed me to sit with him that night. This had 
been offered before, but he constantly refused. 
I promised. I was at that time engaged in 
reading the life of Bonaparte by Van Ess. 
I took the book with me. A very unfit one 
for the chamber of a dying man. But we are 
wonderfully fascinated Avith splendid deeds 
of iniquity. The Doctor desired to have a 
free conversation with me, before his depar¬ 
ture, which he felt to be near. At the begin¬ 
ning of every page, I resolved a.t the close of 
it I would lay down the book and talk to my 
dying friend. Thus I went on through the 
last fifty pages of the book. It was midnight, 
lie said, “ You impose upon yourself. You 
must sleep some.” I lay down on a bed near 
him and slept till morning. In the morning 
when leaving his room he said, “ Oh! I hoped 
to have had much talk with you last night, 
but you said nothing to me.” The tears flow- 
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ed down his pale cheeks. My heart smote 
me. In the evening I found him asleep, with 
the faithful Gloucester watching beside him. 
Said the good old servant, “ He has been 
growing a better man every day since I 
came here. At first he would still swear a 
little and be peevish. Sometimes, he would 
scold about nothing. But, he was always 
getting better natured. He said to-day he 
wished he was gone. I asked him if he was 
ready? He said he would not say that, but 
he cast himself on the care of God, and he 
had strong hopes. He said he was not afraid 
to die, and he talked to his brother so well. 
I told him he ought to pray. ‘ Oh!’ says he, 
‘ I am so weak that I can hardly pray.’ But, 
says I, if you only whisper, God can hear 
and understand you. And,” added the old 
man, “ it seems as if I should pray for him 
steady.” “What,” said I, “Gloucester, do 
you pray?” He replied, “ 0! yes, my wife is 
a member of the church. She prays. So have 
I for many years.” “ Then,” continued he, 
“ how poor H.’s aunt T. C. will be delighted 
when she hears of this! II. was her favour¬ 
ite. She always prayed for him.” How 
unspeakably valuable are the prayers of the 
godly! There is no doubt, one who will 
blaze without end an orb of intellectual bliss, 
in bright realms of endless glory, who but for 
the prayers of Mrs. T. C. as a means of his 
conversion, might have dwelt for ever in the 
mansions of woe. 

The Doctor awoke. I had great pleasure 
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in hearing him talk, and in witnessing his 
placidity, and resignation to the divine will. 
After evening prayers, I left him. On Sab¬ 
bath morning I found him still alive after a 
comfortable- night’s repose, except that in his 
dreams he was visited by the shades of de¬ 
parted -, which afforded a fresh oppor¬ 
tunity of repentance, and of again, with 
increased strength applying to the blood of 
sprinkling. That day the prayers of the 
church were to be offered up for him. He 
was so weak that I feared he would depart 
before divine service commenced. How 
childish are our fears! Jesus was his inter¬ 
cessor with the Father. I asked if he would 
desire prayers? He replied, “0 yes, I wish 
to hear you pray once more, but I give you 
so much trouble.” This was his usual form 
of politeness. Indeed, every thing that is 
lovely in fashionable life, was in him sancti¬ 
fied, adorned, and rendered incomparably 
more beautiful and captivating. After pray¬ 
er he expressed the utmost satisfaction with 
the ways of God, in respect to himself, and 
willingness to die, and the most cheering 
hopes of a blessed immortality. O! may I 
both live and die with and like the righteous! 
I read to him the 53d Psalm. He listened to 
the first part with fixed attention. Towards 
the close, the ebbing tide of 1 ife seemed to fail. 
I thought he was gone, and said, “ Doctor, 
did you hear?” He opened his eyes, and 
said, with great interest, “ read it again.” 
Before I had finished reading the second 
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time, he seemed again to sink into the arms 
of death. Again, however, he revived a 
little, and was able to renew his expres¬ 
sion of hope and resignation. For one 
hour he lay speechless struggling with the 
King of Terrors, in the dark valley of the 
shadow of death. At length all struggling 
ceased, his countenance assumed its wonted 
serenity. A slight convulsive motion in his 
heart, when, with the last breath, his spirit 
fled, ended all his pain, and relieved the hea¬ 
venly inhabitant from its cumbersome man¬ 
sion. 

In all this there is no fiction. A faithful 
narrative of events, as they passed, has been 
given. You may think perhaps I have been 
too minute. I wished, however, to give you 
a faithful likeness, and a near hand view. 
We read in novels, descriptions much more 
minute, of unimportant, nay, frivolous inci¬ 
dents. This subject is one of infinite magni¬ 
tude. May I who write, and you to whom 
I write, die in the arms of that merciful Sa¬ 
viour in whom Dr. T. trusted. 

Yours sincerely, 
J. R. W. 

November 15th, 1815. 



THE DYING CONVERT. 

NARRATIVE OF THE CONVERSION OF MISS A. M. 

PART I. 

Poor wanderers of a stormy day, 
From wave to wave we’re driven; 

And Fancy’s flash, and Reason’s ray, 
Are lights too dim to mark the way 

Which leads the soul to heaven. 

llovv diversified and wonderful are the ways 
by which God brings sinners to himself! 

In the history of Miss A. M. we have a 
recent instance of conversion, which striking¬ 
ly illustrates the freeness and sufficiency of 
divine grace. 

My acquaintance with this young lady was 
rather remarkable in its commencement, and 
certainly interesting in its result. 

One morning I received a message from a 
family of respectable neighbours, to whom I 
had lent the volume of the Christian Guar¬ 
dian for 1817, which contains, under the title 
of “ Sunday School Annals,” some pleasing 
accounts of diiferent girls who had attended 
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my school. My mind was instantly impress¬ 
ed with an idea, that I should hear something 
of my book. The frequency with which 
these friend shad for some time previous vis¬ 
ited us on the Sabbath evenings, induced 
me to put into their hands, the little records 
of hopeful appearances which had encour¬ 
aged my humble labours; trusting that the 
perusal might strengthen their interest in the 
school, and more deeply convince them of 
the importance of genuine religion. 

On calling as requested, my friends ex¬ 
pressed the pleasure they had felt in reading 
the stories, apologized for keeping the vol¬ 
ume so long, but said they had taken the lib¬ 
erty of sending it to a young lady who board¬ 
ed with an acquaintance of theirs, and who 
had lately fallen into a bad state of health. 
She was naturally gay and volatile. Her 
reading was confined to novels, and she 
evinced a great dislike to religious books or 
conversation. It was supposed that some¬ 
thing in the form of a story would more 
readily attract her attention; but so complete 
was her disregard for all serious subjects, 
that it required much entreaty and persever¬ 
ance to procure permission to have the Sun¬ 
day School Annals read to her. However, 
she did hear them all; but made no observa¬ 
tions at the time. After a lapse of several 
weeks, she had, on the preceding evening, 
opened her mind to the people with whom 
she lived, acknowledged the great distress 
under which she was labouring, and earnest- 
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ly wished for mental relief. She said she 
felt her need of being instructed like a little 
child, spoke of the stories which had been 
read to her, and expressed the greatest desire 
to see the gentleman who had written them. 

In making this recital, my friends felt awk¬ 
ward at having given away my book, and 
especially in divulging my name, without 
previous permission; and not less so, in ask¬ 
ing me to visit in a house where I was quite 
a stranger, and to converse with a young 
lady confined to bed. Still there was some¬ 
thing of peculiar interest in the case; and as 
I might be useful to her, they hoped I would 
not refuse. 

I was struck with astonishment at the 
whole affair, and could only view it as a call 
in Providence too forcible to be resisted. 

After a good deal of conversation about 
Miss M.’s respectability, her distressed sit¬ 
uation, and the hope of a change in her mind, 
I resolved to sacrifice my own feelings, and 
agreed to accompany some of my friends to 
her lodgings. 

The good people in the house, a mother 
and her daughter, both sincerely alive to the 
spiritual interests of their afflicted boarder, 
received me joyfully, hoping that the Lord 
had sent me as a messenger of peace. But 
before Miss M. should be apprized of my 
having come, I wished to learn as many par¬ 
ticulars as possible, both in regard to her 
circumstances and her character; and shall 
here connect the principal facts which were 
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communicated to me, either by them or 
afterwards by herself, in order to furnish the 
reader with an unbroken narrative. 

Miss M. was born in the United States of 
America, where her father was an opulent 
merchant. While she was yet young, he 
died; and she was shortly afterwards sent to 
England, where she received a most liberal 
education under the care of a godmother, 
with whom she resided. The family gener¬ 
ally dwelt either in London or in the imme¬ 
diate neighbourhood, and entered freely into 
all the gaieties of fashionable life. Religion 
was laughed at as gloomy and methodistical: 
but even into this giddy house of mirth, death 
found its way. In the midst of worldly 
pleasures, the old lady was taken ill and 
died. After this event, Miss M. was called 
to Ireland to attend on a sickly aunt. Her 
feelings were soon lacerated afresh; for the 
friend whom she had gone to nurse, fell a 
prey to the power of disease not many days 
after her arrival. Then, leaving that house 
of mourning, she next went to visit another 
aunt whose residence was in the south of 
Scotland. Here she was destined to witness 
new scenes of distress, and to undergo still 
more afflictive trials. An amiable and beau¬ 
tiful cousin was pining under a deep-rooted 
consumption, whose only brother, a young 
man of much promise and great worldly 
prospects, at the same time lingered amidst 
threatenings of the same inveterate disorder. 
Such were the circumstances of the children, 
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when the mother, in the vigour of life, grew 
ill, and was suddenly hurried into the eternal 
world. This painful and unexpected event 
deeply affected the daughter. Her complaints 
daily became more alarming; and ere long 
Miss M. had also to watch the dying mo¬ 
ments of this interesting girl. Thus depriv¬ 
ed, within the short space of a few months, 
of all her female relations, and exiled from 
the houses which were her home, she resolv¬ 
ed to accompany her remaining sickly cousin 
to England; but the physicians, observing 
his rapid decay, as a last hope of recovery, 
ordered him a voyage to Madeira. In con¬ 
sequence of his departure, Miss M. came to 
E— for the winter, where her only brother 
was prosecuting his education. In this city 
she was completely a stranger. A kind and 
over-ruling Providence, however, fixed her 
abode in the dwelling of a pious widow, from 
whom she received the most sympathizing 
and motherly treatment. In spite of an un¬ 
common flow of animal spirits, the desolating 
scenes she had witnessed, and the forlorn 
state in which she felt herself placed, preyed 
so much both on her body and her mind, 
that very soon her health began to languish. 
Still she retained a great degree of vivacity 
and pleasantness, in the presence of those 
with whom she lived; and from her natural 
quickness and many accomplishments, she 
commanded their respect and gained their 
affections. 

The good old widow lamented Miss M.’s 
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excessive fondness for wordly amusements, 
.and her sad ignorance of the “ one thing 
needful.” She embraced every opportunity 
of prudently recommending the glorious gos¬ 
pel of Jesus Christ, both in conversation and 
by books; but Miss M.’s gaiety of disposition 
led her to treat such serious subjects with a 
woful indifference. When religion was intro¬ 
duced in the parlour, she generally made 
some excuse for retiring to her own apart¬ 
ment, and thus showed the enmity of her 
heart to the things of God. But her indispo¬ 
sition increased, and many pulmonary symp¬ 
toms appeared. She was first confined to 
the house, then to tier room, and afterwards 
to her bed. In this situation, she became an 
object of great interest. The widow and her 
daughter were growingly anxious, if possi¬ 
ble, to lead her attention to eternal things; 
but their pious efforts seemed ineffectual, 
until the night previous to my call, when 
she spontaneously mentioned to Miss - 
that she knew the doctors were deceiving 
her, in treating her disease so lightly, as she 
was sure she was dying; she exhibited much 
concern and thoughtfulness, and was ex¬ 
tremely desirous of obtaining instruction aryl 
comfort. 

Where shall the conscience, stung with sin, 
Safely apply to find relief? 

And where’s the balm whose healing power 
Can ease the wounded soul of grief? 

Such is the brief sketch of this young 
lady’s hapless history; and such is the be- 
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reaved and afflicted state in which she was 
placed, when Providence so wonderfully fixed 
on me as an instrument to soothe her dis¬ 
tressed mind. 

When Miss M. was informed of my being 
in the house, she was a good deal agitated; 
but still desired to see me. I entered her 
room with very peculiar feelings, having 
previously entreated the Lord to direct me 
in speaking a word in season. She lay in 
bed very emaciated, and evidently in great 
distress. Immediately on my approach she 
put out her hand, and with much politeness 
begged my pardon for the freedom she had 
used in requesting me to call. I assured her, 
that I considered it both a pleasure and a 
privilege to administer relief or comfort to 
the afflicted, and expressed my sorrow to 
learn that she was so ill. 

“Indeed, sir,” she said, “I am very poor¬ 
ly; but if my mind was at ease, I think my 
bodily ailments would also be better.” 

“That is quite possible,” I replied. “I 
understand from Miss- you have been 
reading some Sunday school stories. I am 
sure there was nothing in them to distress 
you.” 

“ Ever since I heard them, I have been 
very unhappy, sir. These little girls make 
me ashamed of myself; for they know so 
much, while I, who have enjoyed such supe¬ 
rior education, know so little. My proud 
spirit would never allow me to own my 
ignorance; but now I feel that I must be 

5 • 
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humbled, and I wish you to instruct me like 
a little child. I hope, sir, you will take the 
trouble to speak to me in the same way as 
you did to your poor girls.” 

“ I am happy to find that these stories 
have made such an impression; and it de¬ 
lights me to see the disposition with which 
you desire to be instructed. Unless we come 
to God with all the simplicity and docility of 
little children, we have no reason to expect 
success. I shall have the greatest happiness 
in attempting to impart to your mind proper 
views of religious truths; but may I ask 
when your anxiety on this point first gave 
you uneasiness?” 

“Why, sir,” she answered, “for several 
weeks past I have been in a state of wretch¬ 
edness; but I remember when very young, 
that my conscience often disapproved of my 
conduct, and prompted me to live more 
strictly; and since then, remorse has fre¬ 
quently checked my gaieties, and set me to 
make resolutions of future amendment. I 
knew what was right; but then, sir, I had 
always such a spirit, that I soon forgot my 
resolutions; and, besides, I lived amongst 
friends who were so hostile to religion, that 
had I come from church on a Sunday morn¬ 
ing with any appearance of seriousness about 
me, I should immediately have been laughed 
out of it.” 

“ I easily perceive, Madam, that your dis¬ 
advantages have been great; but I must 
candidly tell you, that every resolution of 
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amendment which we make in our own 
strength, is deficient in principle, and will 
fail of success. ‘ It is not in man that walk- 
eth, to direct his steps.’ Our Saviour says, 
‘I am the way, the truth, and the life; no 
man cometh to the Father but hy me.’ ” 

“ I find I have been wrong, and I hope 
you will set me right. I thought you spoke 
so kindly to your scholars, that you were 
the very person I should wish to converse 
with.” 

“ Jesus himself,” said I, “used the utmost 
gentleness in his intercourse with sinners, 
and surely his followers ought to imitate 
such a pattern. But I think I can explain 
why your resolutions were so easily broken.” 

“ Well, let me hear your opinion.” 
“ Our hearts are naturally so estranged 

from God, and so much inclined to sinful 
practices, that we shall never renounce them 
or return to him, until we ask assistance and 
receive direction from above.” 

“I believe it, sir; and I sometimes used to 
pray: but all my follies were very harmless. 
I was a favourite with my companions, which 
occasionally led me to greater excesses in 
youthful levity than was perhaps proper; 
but I don’t think there was much sin in our 
amusements. At times I feel that I have 
done nothing to please God, and I am much 
alarmed. My doctors tell me that I shall 
soon get well; but my complaints are so 
bad, I have no hope myself—and I am not 
prepared to die.” 
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“Your account of yourself excites my sym¬ 
pathy, but not my surprise. It is too com¬ 
mon to think lightly of sin, and most delusive 
to trust in any righteousness of our own. 
Unless you consider yourself as a constant 
transgressor and a miserable sinner in the 
sight of a pure and holy God, you will never 
truly apply for salvation, or feel your need 
of it.” 

“I do feel myself guilty, sir; and I can 
only look to my Maker as a stern and an 
avenging judge. It is this which makes me 
so miserable. I have many frightful dreams 
by night, and the most alarming thoughts 
by day.” 

“ I am sorry for your distress, and hope 
it may soon be mitigated. I fear it chiefly 
arises from your entertaining false notions of 
the divine character. It is true, that God is 
angry with the wicked every day; and the 
smallest violation of his perfect law renders 
us obnoxious to his wrath and curse. This 
view, of itself, is calculated to overwhelm us 
in despair; but allow me to assure you, that 
God willeth not the death of a sinner. Mercy 
is his darling attribute. -lie has revealed 
himself as plenteous in mercy, and ready to 
forgive. What can be more encouraging? 
And you may remember many passages of 
Scripture of a similar nature.” 

“ It delights me to hear such truth; but, 
sir, I am very ignorant of the Bible. I never 
read it so much as I ought to have done, nor 
did I understand what I read. But, 0 tell 
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me, if you think God can be merciful to 
me.” 

“ God’s mercy, Madam, is unlimited.” 
“ What a comfort that is!” 
“ Yes; but God’s mercy can only be exer¬ 

cised towards guilty sinners through Jesus 
Christ, the one Mediator. He alone could 
satisfy the demands of divine justice, by 
making a sacrifice of himself to atone for our 
sins; and is now become the author of eter¬ 
nal salvation to all those who love and obey 
him. It is only for Christ’s sake that God 
can ever be reconciled to us.” 

“ I see, now, that a sinful creature never 
can merit the favour of his blessed Maker. 
You give me new views, sir; but still I am 
unhappy. I have never loved or obeyed 
that Saviour, although I always believed that 
Jesus was the only Son of God, and that he 
died on a cross. Is it possible that I can 
partake of his mercy?” 

• “ Perfectly possible, in the way I have 
mentioned. The word of God says, ‘Believe 
in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be 
saved.’ ” 

“ That gives me some hope.” 
“Were the Almighty to deal with us ac¬ 

cording to our sins, none could expect for¬ 
giveness or acceptance. But we know from 
his own holy word, that ‘lie delighteth in 
mercy;’ and is both able and willing to save 
to tire uttermost all that come unto him, 
believing in the salvation which Christ has 
accomplished by his death.” 
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“ 0 sir, you ease me much.” 
“ Nothing will give peace to a troubled 

conscience, but a humble reliance on the 
mercy of God for pardon, through that chan¬ 
nel which he himself has appointed: and 
then, ‘being justified by faith, we have peace 
with God through our Lord Jesus Christ.’ ” 

“ Peace with God! that is just what I wish 
for, and the want of which torments me. I 
dare say, there are many good people who 
may enjoy it; but I have been so foolish and 
so forgetful of God, that I fear he will never 
be at peace with me. Ah, sir, the more I 
consider my past life, I am the more sensible 
of its follies.” 

“ I am very glad to hear it.” 
“Indeed,sir,it appears evident that I have 

been treading on a dangerous path; and now 
the very idea of everlasting destruction over¬ 
whelms me.” 

“ We cannot think too meanly of our¬ 
selves; and, in proportion as we perceive 
our danger, will be our desires for deliver¬ 
ance.” 

“Certainly, that is true; but then I de¬ 
serve no mercy.” 

“ No individual deserves mercy. But if 
God condescends to offer, shall we refuse to 
accept it? He says, of sinners, ‘Deliver them 
from going down to the pit, for I have found 
a ransom.’ Jesus has paid the price of our 
redemption, and he freely invites us to par- 
lake of its blessings. I can with truth assure 
yon, that it was to save such as you and 
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I, that he suffered and died. ‘ The Son of 
man came to seek and to save them that are 
lost’—‘not to call the righteous, but sinners 
to repentance.’ And what can be more suit¬ 
able to you than his own gracious invitation, 
‘ Come unto me, all ye that labour and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest.’ ” 

“You soothe me, sir; you soothe me much.” 
“ I hope you understand what I say.” 
“Yes, sir; I feel that you speak to the 

heart. If I could believe all that you say, I 
should then be happy. But as I have con¬ 
tinued so long in a state of ignorance and 
rebellion, it looks like an affront to the Al¬ 
mighty to expect his favour and forgiveness 
noiv.” 

“ Quite the reverse in my opinion. All 
your uneasiness proceeds from wrong views 
of the character of God. He deals not with 
us after the manner of men, which leads me 
to direct your attention to the divine forbear¬ 
ance. Nothing represents God in a more 
endearing light. He proclaimed his name to 
the Israelites in these memorable words, 
‘ The Lord, the Lord God, merciful and gra¬ 
cious, long-suffering and abundant in good¬ 
ness and truth, keeping mercy for thousands, 
forgiving iniquity, and transgression, and sin, 
&c.’ In other parts of Scripture, we are told 
that God is ‘slow to anger,’ and of ‘great 
compassion.’ Now, one moment’s reflection 
will convince you that all this is true. But I 
am afraid of speaking too much in your weak 
state.” 
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“ I am so glad to hear you, that, if not in¬ 
truding on your time, I beg you will pro¬ 
ceed.” 

“ If God had not been long-suffering and 
slow to anger, where would you have been 
long ere this? And had not his compassion 
been great, might he not have left you to 
perish in the midst of your follies? You are 
wholly indebted to his free grace for awaken¬ 
ing you to a sense of your guilt and danger.” 

“ I never once thought of that, sir; but it 
does seem wonderful goodness.” 

“ If he has borne so patiently with a life 
spent in opposition to his commandments, 
and in neglect of his goodness, can you then 
doubt of his willingness to pardon, when you 
confess your sins with sorrow? Surely not. 
But there is another passage of Scripture, so 
beautifully descriptive of God’s reluctance to 
condemn, and readiness to forgive, that I am 
sure it will set all your fears aside, and con¬ 
vince you that ‘ God is love.’ ” 

“ What you say comforts me so much, I 
hope you will.not weary in speaking to me.” 

“ It is all my wish to speak peace to you. 
I feel interested in your situation, and should 
be happy to lead you to the living source of 
hope and consolation.” 

“ I am sensible of your kindness, and can¬ 
not thank you enough for coming to see such 
a poor creature; but pray let me hear that 
beautiful passage. They are all new to me, 
sir. How happy you must be in knowing 
so many of them!” 
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“ Why, madam, from experience I can say, 
that the knowledge and love of God, even in 
a limited measure, give a happiness to my 
mind which no words can express; and for 
this I have to praise the forbearance and 
goodness of God. I have myself been res¬ 
cued from the follies and gaieties of the world, 
which gives me the more feeling towards 
you. These words of the prophet Isaiah 
have often afforded me the greatest delight 
and encouragement: ‘And therefore will the 
Lord wait that he may be gracious unto you; 
and therefore will he be exalted that he may 
have mercy upon you; for the Lord is a God 
of judgment: blessed are all they that wait 
for him.’ ” 

“ Surely, sir, these are precious words.” 
“ They are precious to every one, but espe¬ 

cially so to a person like yourself, who is 
afraid to indulge the hope of divine mercy. 
In this verse, God is exhibited as a Judge— 
the very character which terrifies you. But 
mark his conduct. He is exalted, as it were, 
on a throne, from whence he may pronounce 
his righteous sentence. This attitude fills a 
guilty conscience with alarm, but the inspired 
prophet had a different feeling. He tells us 
that God is exalted, ‘that he may have mer¬ 
cy.’ You may suppose his throne surrounded 
by unhappy criminals. He takes no pleasure 
in the death of the wicked. He views them 
with compassion; and gives them time and 
opportunity for repentance. He delays, as 
long as possible, the denunciation of his wrath. 

6 
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He is indeed represented as unwilling to pass 
such a sentence—‘ therefore,’ says the Pro¬ 
phet, ‘ will the Lord wait that he may be 
gracious unto you.’ I hope you see how 
very suitable this passage is to your own 
case.” 

«Indeed, sir, I am lost in amazement. I 
cannot tell how you soothe me.” 

“Had I time, I might quote numerous 
passages from the Bible, which would all 
strengthen your convictions, that whosoever 
cometh unto God through Jesus Christ, will 
in no wise be cast out. All stand in need ol 
the salvation which is thus provided; and 
none will ever apply for it in vain. I hope 
you will soon be brought to believe in Christ 
to the saving of your soul, and then you will 
rejoice in God as your friend, your guide, 
and your portion. I shall see you again; 
but, in the mean time, think seriously of the 
truths I have now stated; and let me entreat 
you to be frequent and importunate in your 
prayers to Almighty God, for the gracious 
influences of his Spirit, to convince, enlighten, 
sanctify, and comfort your heart.” 

“I am unspeakably obliged to you, sir; 
and, if not too presumptuous, I should wish 
you to call soon. Your visit has relieved me 
from a deal of distress, and I hope to profit 
by it.” 

When I left the sick chamber of my new 
acquaintance, a great variety of feelings agi¬ 
tated my mind. It was painful to see an 
accomplished young woman, in the prime of 
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life, laid so low by disease; while her sad 
ignorance of the essential truths of the gospel 
filled me with deep regret. She was seeking 
rest, but finding none. Still there were many 
things which excited more pleasing emotions; 
and certainly I considered her case a hopeful 
one. The symptoms of a self-righteous spirit, 
which at first showed themselves, soon gave 
way. I never met with any person so open to 
conviction, or so willing to imbibe the truth, 
however opposite to her former opinions. 
And then she expressed all her state, with 
such an undisguised candour. She seemed 
to find relief in giving free vent to the work¬ 
ings of her troubled heart. When speaking 
with her, I often thought she resembled the 
gaoler of Philippi, who came to the Apostles 
trembling, and exclaimed, “What shall I do 
to be saved?” She listened with the most 
intent concern to the statements which I was 
enabled to make, and was eager to obtain 
that peace of mind, which she found, by ex¬ 
perience, the pleasures and amusements of 
this world could not bestow. 

When guilt hangs heavy on the mind, 
The trembling sinner seeks to find 

Some place of rest and peace; 
But, ah ! no refuge can be found. 
Till God makes sovereign grace abound, 

And then his troubles cease. 
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PART n. 

When God on Morcb’s mount appeared, 
To soothe the exil’d Tishbite’s heart; 

The flinty rocks and mountains shared 
The “ great and strong wind’s” rending smart: 

And next the earthquake’s voice was heard, 
With lightning forking out its dart: 

Then raged the blazing fire, and dared 
Resistance, while it played its part 

In this grand warning, that the Lord was near, 
Which awed the prophet’s mind with holy fear. 

At length there came “ a still small voice," 
Which quite removed the dread of harm, 
And answered prayer with such a charm, 

As made Elijah’s heart rejoice. 
Tlius, when the sinner is awaked to guilt, 

And all his sins rise up in dreadful form; 
God’s threatening vengeance makes his heart to melt, 

Till the small voice from heaven allays the storm. 

St. Paul, in his second Epistle to young 
Timothy, exhorts him, amongst many other 
directions for the profitable discharge of his 
ministry, “ to study to show himself approved 
unto God, a workman that needeth not to 
be ashamed, rightly dividing the word of 

truth.” 
Whenever Christians are called to labour 

in the spiritual instruction of their fellow- 
creatures, nothing is more necessary for the 
attainment of their object, under the blessing 
of God, than a studious care to adapt the 
strain of their reproofs, admonitions, or en¬ 
couragements to the peculiar case of the per¬ 
sons with whom they are dealing. “A word 
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fitly spoken,” says the wise man, “is like 
apples of gold in pictures of silver.” 

It not unfrequently happens, that, in order 
to rouse sinners from their careless security, 
the terrors of God’s broken law must be 
sounded loud and long in their ears; and 
until convictions of guilt begin to soften the 
obduracy of their hearts, there is neither pro¬ 
priety nor safety in attempting to impart a 
peace, which may only foster a delusive spi¬ 
rit of self-satisfaction. Heavy judgments are 
denounced against the ancient Jews, because, 
saith the Lord, “ they have healed the hurt 
of the daughter of my people slightly, saying, 
peace, peace; when there is no peace.” 

But there are other cases which require a 
gentler treatment. When the mind is alive 
to a sense of guilt, but cannot discover a 
remedy; when danger is perceived without 
any means of safety; to insist much on the 
threatenings of God against the wicked with 
such persons would not only augment their 
previous alarm,but might sink the soul amidst 
the ruins of despair. 

This was the state in which I found Miss 
M. when I first had the happiness to sit at 
her bedside; and therefore my great desire 
was at once to declare the mercy of God in 
Christ Jesus; not to make her think lightly 
of her guilt, but to show how it could be re¬ 
moved; not to say that her apprehensions of 
danger were false, but to warn her to flee 
from the coming wrath, by reposing in that 
refuge which God in his love has provided. 
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I thought I was “ rightly dividing the word,” 
when I thus endeavoured to allay her fears, 
to soothe her mind with the still, small voice 
of gospel mercy, and, as an humble ambassa¬ 
dor for Christ, to beseech her to be reconciled 
unto God. 

The Lord, who so unexpectedly employed 
me on this service, also brought seasonably 
to my remembrance many portions of his 
word, well suited to alleviate the inward dis¬ 
tress under which Miss M. had been suffer¬ 
ing. She gladly received the heavenly balm, 
and God gave her to experience its healing 
virtue. After my first visit, she told the 
kind friend who constantly attended her, 
how much comfort she had received, and 
that nothing could comfort her but religion. 
She likewise added, “what could a ball or a 
play do for me now?” 

When I called two days afterwards, I found 
her very tranquil and composed. She had 
been reflecting seriously on the promises of 
pardon to returning sinners, to which I had 
directed her attention; and she said, that the 
occasional perusal of a few verses of the Bi¬ 
ble (which she held in her hand) gave infi¬ 
nitely more satisfaction to her mind, than all 
the novels she had ever read. I mentioned 
how natural it was for the afflicted to seek 
relief; but it often happened that they were 
driven to God, merely because the world, 
with all its pleasures, was found to be a bro¬ 
ken reed in the day of calamity: “In their 
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affliction they will seek me early,” are the 
words of God himself. 

“ Pardon me, sir,” she replied; “ you must 
not think it is because I am ill, that I desired 
your instructions: I feel my ignorance, and 
assure you I am really in earnest; and if God 
pleases, I should wish to live, that I may 
grow in the knowledge of religion, and enjoy 
its comforts.” 

“ I do trust you feel yourself a poor un¬ 
worthy sinner, which prompts you to inquire 
after the way of salvation; but there is a 
danger of religion being forgotten, when the 
affliction which excited it is removed. An 
inspired prophet compared such goodness to 
“ the morning cloud and early dew which 
quickly pass away.” 

“ That is a melancholy termination; and 
sometimes I am not without my own fears, 
that in the event of recovery, my present 
anxiety might wear off.” 

“ I merely wished to guard you against a 
false peace. It is too true, that religion is 
considered full of gloom and restraint by 
most people; and although they generally 
are ready to acknowledge its worth in the 
time of sickness, and its necessity in the pros¬ 
pect of death, yet it is viewed as an intruder, 
while health permits them to pursue the in¬ 
consistent career of fashionable dissipation. 
I call it inconsistent; for what can be more 
irrational than to see those who profess to 
believe in ‘the resurrection of the body and 
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the life everlasting,’ living as if there were 
neither a God, a judgment, nor an eternity?” 

“I feel the justice of your observations; 
but I hope God in his mercy will keep me 
trom such conduct. 1 have seen, sir, what 
a death bed is when religion is absent; the 
very thought makes me shudder. But when 
my cousin died, I also saw how religion sup¬ 
ports and elevates the mind. Now, I regret 
that I gave such little heed to the dying ad¬ 
vice of that lovely girl.” 

This led our conversation to the hopes and 
the happiness of a life devoted to God, which 
afforded me an easy opportunity of explain¬ 
ing the nature and necessity of regeneration. 
To this fundamental doctrine, Miss M. was 
as much a stranger as to the other important 
truths of the gospel. I broadly stated the 
depravity of the human heart, its continual 
and desperate wickedness; supporting my 
assertions by Scripture quotations, as well as 
by the uniform experience of all mankind, in 
every age, and under every variety of condi¬ 
tion. She never attempted to palliate her¬ 
self as included in the general accusation; 
on the contrary, she said to me, “ I often 
think on the language of your little girl, and 
desire to adopt it as my own, “ 1 am a great 
sinner.” But when I spoke of our being 
“born again,” she expressed surprise, and 
asked what I meant. She had never read 
the third chapter of John, or, at any rate, 
had not the least remembrance of our Sa¬ 
viour’s discourse with Nicodemus. flow- 
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ever, as her mind was so open to conviction, 
it was not difficult to satisfy her, that crea¬ 
tures so completely alienated from God, so 
averse by nature from what is good, and so 
sadly prone to evil, cannot of themselves 
return to the love and obedience of God, with 
hatred of sin and desires after holiness. To 
accomplish such a change, all “ old things,” 
as the apostle says, “ must be done away,” 
and “ all things must become new.” Every 
principle of action requires renovation; every 
disposition and affection of the mind must be 
withdrawn from grovelling objects. New 
motives, new desires, and new hopes are 
implanted, ere the sinner is brought to walk 
in the fear of God, and to live soberly, right¬ 
eously, and godly in this evil world, denying 
all ungodliness and worldly lusts. 

“This mighty change,” I observed, “in 
our inclinations and practices, is entirely to 
be ascribed to the Holy Spirit, whose office 
it is, first to convince of sin, and then to en¬ 
lighten the understanding, renew the will, 
and sanctify the heart. God has promised 
his Spirit to them that ask it; and it is only 
by his quickening influence, that we are 
brought from a state of natural darkness, 
to the marvellous light of the gospel; and 
from the power of sin and Satan, to the love 
and service of the living God. There is some¬ 
thing incomprehensible to us,” continued I, 
“ in the mode of this wonderful operation, 
but still its effects are distinctly experienced 
in every regenerated soul. Our Saviour him- 
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self has given us an explanation of it, which 
is exquisitely beautiful; ‘The wind bloweth 
where it listeth, and ye hear the sound there¬ 
of; but know not whence it cometh or whi¬ 
ther it goeth: so is every one that is bom of 
the Spirit.’ But while he thus admits its 
mysterious nature, he forcibly inculcates the 
necessity of regeneration. ‘Unless a man be 
born again, he cannot see the kingdom of 
God.’ Unless a man is made a new creature 
in Christ Jesus; unless his heart is freed from 
the dominion of sin and filled with the love 
of God; it is impossible that he can please 
God, or that he could be happy in the pre¬ 
sence of God.” 

While I was speaking, Miss M. was all 
attention. She knew not the name of the 
doctrine, but she understood its meaning; 
for my short explanation of it harmonized 
with the workings of her own mind. And, 
indeed, the aptness with which she received 
instruction in righteousness, induced me to 
hope that she was under the teaching of the 
Holy Spirit. 

It pleased me to learn, that her humble 
prayer now was, “ Lord, give me a new 
heart!” She frankly owned, “ I used to think 
that I had done enough when I rattled over 
my prayers, without ever reflecting on what 
I was saying.” But the manner in ivhich 
she expressed her sentiments on this subject, 
convinced me that she began to feel a plea¬ 
sure in this delightful duty. It was said of 
St. Paul, when he was carried to Damascus 
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a humble penitent, “ Behold, he prayeth. ” 
And when Miss M. gave evidence of the 
same spirit, it appeared to me a very encour¬ 
aging symptom. I told her that prayer was 
an employment, not only the most consoling, 
but the most dignified. Its effects were un¬ 
speakable. I quoted two verses from Cow- 
per:— 

Prayer makes the darkened cloud withdraw; 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw; 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Brings every blessing from above. 

Restraining prayer, we cease to fight; 
Prayer makes the Christian’s armour bright; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

At her own request, I prayed at her bed¬ 
side before leaving the room; and, in reflect¬ 
ing afterwards on what had passed during 
this visit, I could not but hope that God had 
begun a work of grace in her heart. She 
was humbled and penitent, and the language 
of her soul was towards God. 

Miss M.’s interesting state now became 
known to different religious people, who re¬ 
joiced in the hope of a sinner being brought 
to repentance; and many prayers on her be¬ 
half were offered up to the God of all grace, 
of which she was ignorant, but the benefit of 
which we have reason to think she enjoyed. 

I soon went again to see her. As 1 en¬ 
tered her apartment, she welcomed me with 
a smile on her countenance,and said, “Come 
away, sir; I am very glad to see you.” 
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“ You look so cheerful, I hope you feel 
yourself better.” 

“ Indeed, sir,” she answered, “ I don’t 
know what to think; you seem to he my 
best doctor. I am wonderfully easier: my 
mind is happy, and my complaints are less 
troublesome.” 

“Well, that is cause of thankfulness; but 
you must not be too sanguine.” 

“ Certainly not; but I feel as I never did in 
my life before. There is a peacefulness within 
which is beyond expression.” 

“The Lord has promised,” said I, “to 
speak peace to them that fear him; and great 
peace have all they that love his law. When 
we are enemies to God by wicked works, 
both God and our own consciences must con¬ 
demn us; but if his Spirit works in our hearts 
a godly sorrow for sin, leading to repentance, 
and enables us to look up to God through 
Jesus Christ as the friend of sinners, we shall 
then experience ‘ that the work of righteous¬ 
ness is peace; and the effect of righteousness, 
quietness and assurance for ever.’ ” 

“ God has surely been very merciful to 
me, and I ill deserve it. Whenever I think 
of it, I fear that I am too presumptuous; but 
instead of all the terrifying alarms which 
used to distress me, I am now even happy 
in my dreams, or, if awake through the night, 
I find so much of God’s goodness to reflect 
on, that I never weary. My mind is all peace. 
I cannot pray long, but I am often praying, 
and I hope my Saviour will hear me.” 
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“ Communion with heaven is well calcu¬ 
lated to yield us ‘ peace and joy in believing.’ 
And if God gives us a spirit of prayer, we 
may rest assured, he will not turn a deaf ear 
to our supplications. It is when we cast our 
cares upon him, and make known our re¬ 
quests by prayer and thanksgiving, that the 
peace of God which passeth understanding, 
keeps our hearts and minds through Christ 
Jesus.” 

“ I now find that true religion alone can 
make us happy. Distressed and dying as I 
am, I would not exchange my present situa¬ 
tion for the finest ball I ever attended. These 
are vain shows which end in misery.” 

“ Why,madam, death is a solemn subject; 
but to those whose hopes for eternity rest on 
Him who hath stripped it of its terrors and its 
sting, it is even a pleasing subject. I am glad 
that you consider it such. Your choice is a 
rational one, although perhaps your former 
associates would think it next to madness. 
Man’s original happiness consisted in his like¬ 
ness and nearness to God; and so long as sin 
keeps him at a distance, it is impossible that 
he can be really happy.” 

“ Ah, sir, but it still pains me to think, 
how long I have lived in sin and forgetful¬ 
ness of my God.” 

“ That is a desirable feeling, because it will 
keep you humble, and at the same time in¬ 
crease your gratitude for the inestimable 
blessings of salvation, in which I trust you 
are now rejoicing.” 
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I was much struck by this commencement 
of our conversation. It gave indications of 
a mind deeply exercised about eternal things, 
although still groping amidst much natural 
darkness. She felt and lamented her igno¬ 
rance; and having previously solicited me 
to select some important portions of Scripture 
to be explained to her, I now mentioned that 
I had fixed on a subject for that day which 
I hoped might be useful. 

“ I am much obliged to you, sir, for remem¬ 
bering me; but before you begin, I have some 
indistinct recollections of St. Peter’s walking 
on the sea, and crying for mercy. I wish 
you would favour me with your ideas of that 
passage. I think St. Peter’s conduct was 
very presumptuous, and I fear my own too 
much resembles it.” 

Having a Bible in my hand, I turned to 
the fourteenth chapter of St. Matthew, and 
read from the 22d to the 33d verse. I ex¬ 
plained to her that St. Peter’s fault was in 
doubting his Lord’s word, when, to quiet the 
disciples’ terror on seeing him walking on the 
sea, lie said, “Be of good cheer; it is I; be 
not afraidand that his presumption lay 
in making such an unreasonable request, 
“ Lord, if it be thou, bid me come unto thee 
on the water; and not in crying, “ Lord, save 
me!” when he was brought to a sense of his 
folly. 

With this explanation, Miss M. was scarce¬ 
ly satisfied. She was still of opinion, that St. 
Peter had no right to expect his Lord would 
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save him after such sinful arrogance. To 
which I replied, that in our Saviour’s conduct 
towards St. Peter, he gives us a beautiful 
manifestation of sympathy in our distresses, 
of compassionate allowance for our infirmi¬ 
ties, and of his dignified mercy in saving to 
the uttermost. In the whole passage, the 
pride and frailty of human nature are finely 
contrasted with the almighty power and con¬ 
descension of our Lord. The disciples were 
in a ship on the lake of Gennesaret, tossed 
with the waves, and in circumstances of dan¬ 
ger; but they had no power to allay the fury 
of the storm, or to secure their own safety. 
Then Jesus, pitying their distress, came to 
their relief walking on the sea, a mighty proof 
that the angry element was subject to his 
control; but the disciples, who do not seem 
to have ever implored the interposition of 
their Saviour, so far from rejoicing at his ap¬ 
proach, are overwhelmed with fright; and, 
even after hearing his blessed and consoling 
words, they continue to doubt, as if they had 
never heard his heavenly voice before. Such 
conduct might well have provoked Christ’s 
anger. But no: unreasonable as it was in St. 
Peter to think that because Christ walked on 
the water, he should do so too, yet our Lord * 
seems to pity his weakness, and readily com¬ 
plies with his request; but he was soon 
checked for his rashness, and began to sink. 
Jesus might justly have left him to perish for 
his sins; but the humbled disciple, in this 
extremity of danger, appears to have discov- 
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ered the glory of his divine Master, and then, 
with a heart freed from the shackles of unbe¬ 
lief, he fervently exclaims, “ Lord, save me!” 
No sooner does Peter acknowledge the power 
of Christ to save, than he is made to feel it— 
“ Immediately Jesus stretched forth his hand 
and caught him.” What an encouraging dis¬ 
play of the love of Christ to poor perishing 
sinners! 

“It is delightful, indeed,” said Miss M. 
“and I dare say your ideas are quite cor¬ 
rect.” 

“ But I perceive in this passage something 
peculiarly adapted to your own present cir¬ 
cumstances, and I am a good deal struck at 
your having been led to select it.” 

“ I cannot tell you, sir, how it first crossed 
my mind; but I shall be happy to hear what 
additional observations you may be pleased 
to make. It soothes me very much to hear 
the Scriptures explained.” 

“Life is often compared to the sea; and 
the trials and troubles which we are called 
to suffer, are represented by the waves and 
billows. Now, madam, your life of late has 
been a raging sea, and, like the disciples, you 
were tossed amidst the angry waves, having 
no divine pilot to guide you, nor did you 
even feel or regret his absence. In this peri¬ 
lous state, the compassionate Saviour, of his 
own accord, first made you sensible of your 
danger; but this only heightened your alarm, 
as you could see no refuge from the storm. 
And when Jesus condescended to speak 
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words of comfort, you refused to hear. You 
doubted the assurances of his divinity; and, 
like St. Peter, would have wished a miracle 
to be performed. But still, as all other helps 
failed you, have you not at length cried for 
mercy when you felt yourself sinking? And 
have you not found that Jesus was standing 
unseen at your side, with outstretched arms 
ready to save you ? It is this, I should fondly 
hope, which has abated the tumult of your 
mind, and effected that peaceful calm which 
you now enjoy.” 

“I feared that I was presumptuous, sir; 
but I see that the Saviour is all mercy. You 
have quite satisfied me; and I shall now 
thank you to read the passage you were good 
enough-to look out for me. I need a great 
deal of instruction, Sir; and it is very kind 
in you to take so much trouble with me.” 

When Miss M. first mentioned her desire 
to hear my opinion about St. Peter’s walking 
on the water, I was rather confused, feeling 
myself unprepared. But on reading over the 
interesting passage, the Lord, who graciously 
suggested it to her, also opened my eyes to 
see beauties in it which I had never done be¬ 
fore, and enabled me to unfold them in a 
manner which proved suitable and satisfac¬ 
tory to her inquiring mind. Thus it is, that 
when God excites a hungering and thirsting 
after righteousness, he never fails to fill the 
longing soul with the abundance of his good¬ 
ness. 

The subject which I had chosen, as likely 
7 
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to be profitable and comforting to Miss M. 
was the first discourse which Christ delivered 
at Nazareth, when he entered into the syna¬ 
gogue on the Sabbath-day, and opening the 
prophecy of Isaiah, found the place where it 
is written, “ The Spirit of the Lord is upon 
me, because he hath anointed me to preach 
the gospel to the poor; he hath sent me to 
heal the broken-hearted, to preach deliver¬ 
ance to the captives, and recovering of sight 
to the blind; to set at liberty them that are 
bruised; to preach the acceptable year of the 
Lord. And he closed the book, and he gave 
it again to the minister, and sat down: and 
the eyes of all them that were in the syna¬ 
gogue were fastened on him. And he began 
to say unto them, This day is this scripture 
fulfilled in your ears. And all bare him wit¬ 
ness, and wondered at the gracious words 
which proceeded out of his mouth.” (Luke 
iv. 18—22.) 

Having read this beautiful passage, I en¬ 
deavoured to show how completely it had 
been fulfilled by our Saviour, both in its 
literal and spiritual meaning; and then how 
admirably adapted this “ gospel of our salva¬ 
tion” was to remove the moral diseases of 
sinful creatures—to enlighten our darkened 
understandings—to free our souls from the 
degrading bondage of sin—to exalt us to the 
glorious liberty of the children of God—to 
comfort us amidst all the sorrows and suffer¬ 
ings of this present life, and to animate our 
minds with the hope of glory, honour, and 
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immortality beyond the grave. I stated also, 
that this blessed Gospel of Jesus is preached 
to the poor; not only to the poor as to out¬ 
ward circumstances, but especially to the poor 
in spirit—those who were ashamed even to 
lift up their eyes to heaven, but smote upon 
their breasts, and said, “ God be merciful to 
us sinners!” And I hoped she would not 
rest contented with wondering at these “ gra¬ 
cious words,”—but from the heart believe 
them as the alone ground of her own salva¬ 
tion. 

I have been thus particular in narrating 
the substance of my early conversations with 
Miss M. both because it is interesting to mark 
the first openings of a newly awakened mind, 
and because it was her own wish, with a 
view to the benefit of others, that she should 
be held forth as an example of the riches of 
redeeming grace. 

The invitations of God, and his promises 
of pardon to returning sinners, are numerous 
and full of tenderness. May the exhibition 
of divine goodness in the preceding pages, 
be the means of melting the hardened hearts 
of some gay and thoughtless sinners, and 
leading them to a true repentance for sin, 
and a cordial acceptance of Jesus Christ, as 
the only name given under heaven by which 
men can be saved. 

It was the blessing of God accompanying 
the declaration of his own holy word, which 
spoke peace and consolation to the agitated 
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mind of Miss M., and so wonderfully 
abled her to say, 

When Jesus broke the chains that bound me, 
I hardly could believe it true; 

All nature seemed to smile around me, 
And brighter prospects cheered my view. 

It seemed like some enchanting vision, 
That charms awhile, but cannot last; 

And much I feared some sad transition, 
Some change that all my hopes would blast. 

But when my doubts and fears had vanished, 
I felt a joy unknown before; 

Like one restored who had been banished, 
Restored to leave his home no more. 
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PART in. 

As dew upon the tender herb, 
Diffusing fragrance round, 

As showers that usher in the spring, 
And cheer the thirsty ground ;— 

So does God’s presence bless the soul, 
And yield a joyful peace; 

When heavenly light begins to dawn, 
It bids the darkness cease. 

There is always a feeling of suspicion which 
attaches itself to death-bed repentances; nor 
can it be denied, that this suspicion is not 
altogether groundless. 

In seasons of extreme distress, the proud¬ 
est and the most thoughtless of mankind are 
often heard to make very humble acknow¬ 
ledgments of guilt, and in strong language to 
express both sorrow and contrition. Such 
conduct well becomes their situation whilst 
it is regarded by surrounding friends as a 
hopeful symptom of future amendment. Yet, 
alas! how generally does it happen, that 
when health returns, or when time has dead¬ 
ened the wounds inflicted by adversity, every 
appearance of repentance and reformation 
speedily vanishes away. 

The fnelancholy frequency of such disap¬ 
pointments, excites the greater jealousy over 
other cases, where the impressions made are 
deeper and more permanent, and tends to 
steel the Christian’s heart against the exer- 
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cise of that spirit of pious charity “which 
hopeth all things.” 

When God is pleased to grant length of 
days to those who are led by his grace to 
repent of their sins, and truly to believe in 
the name of Christ, there is ample opportu¬ 
nity afforded us of watching the conformity 
of their practice with the professions which 
they make, and of thus bringing them to the 
test which oiir Saviour himself has prescrib¬ 
ed—“By their fruits ye shall know them.” 
But if death cuts off the sinner in the same 
affliction which was blessed as the means of 
his repentance, the evidences of his sincerity 
are defective. There is seldom time for the 
production, and frequently no opportunity 
for the exhibition, of those “ fruits of right¬ 
eousness” which are to the praise and glory 
of God. 

I am well aware, that after perusing the 
preceding parts of this narrative, the reader 
may consider the change effected in the mind 
of Miss M. so sudden and so simple, as to 
doubt of its reality; but in the following 
pages, I trust it will be in my power, by a 
short statement of her after experience, to 
make such doubts give way to the pleasing 
conviction, that ere she closed her eyes on 
this sinful world, God gave her a meetness 
for inheriting with the saints in light. 

In the book of inspiration it is written, 
“ The natural man receiveth not the things 
of the Spirit of God, for they are foolishness 
unto him: neither can he know them, be- 
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cause they are spiritually discerned.” How 
exactly was this assertion verified in Miss 
M.’s previous conduct! She treated all se¬ 
rious subjects not only with indifference, but 
even with a profane levity. To her natural 
mind, they truly appeared to be foolishness; 
and when she began to acknowledge God, 
and to bewail her sinful neglect of divine 
things, still her notions of their importance 
were very vague, and she could not discern 
their spiritual meaning. But the veil was 
afterwards taken away, and then the truths 
of the gospel shone into her mind with 
unclouded glory. She saw herself to be 
“ wretched, and miserable, and poor, and 
blind, and naked. This discovery produced 
a most becoming humility, which constrained 
her to implore the divine forgiveness, with 
heartfelt acknowledgments of her utter un¬ 
worthiness to partake of God’s mercy. She 
also learnt that Jesus was a Saviour every 
way suited to her own case. She wondered 
at his condescending grace, but rejoiced in 
his finished work, as the only ground of her 
acceptance with a just and holy God. 

When grace to guilty man reveals, 
The virtues of a Saviour’s blood, 

Its all constraining power he feels. 
Forsakes his sins and walks with God. 

With unsealed eyes she began to read the 
Bible, in which she saw ‘‘wondrous things;” 
as what had formerly baffled her comprehen¬ 
sion, was now easily understood; and her 
fondness for this newly discovered treasure 
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often caused regret that she was able to read 
it so little. But she evinced the greatest 
desire to have “the way of life” explained to 
her more perfectly; and in all my after con¬ 
versation with her, she expressed a growing 
pleasure in attending to the things which 
belonged to her eternal peace. 

“ They that are after the flesh,” says the 
apostle, “do mind the things of the flesh; but 
they that are after the Spirit, the things of 
the Spirit.” When Miss M. lived according 
to the fashion and pleasures of this world, 
her conduct proved that she knew not God. 
She lived to herself, minding only the things 
of the flesh; and nothing could more forcibly 
depict the pride and obduracy of her heart, 
than the lengthened resistance she made to 
the first impulses of God’s regenerating Spi¬ 
rit. For nearly six weeks, she secretly en¬ 
deavoured to stifle convictions, and chose 
rather to endure a sad aggravation of distress 
than confess her feelings, and make applica¬ 
tion for that instruction and comfort she so 
much needed. But when once she divulged 
the state of her mind, this very circumstance 
helped forward the mighty work of conver¬ 
sion; and when she afterwards so earnestly 
“ minded the things of the Spirit,” it was cer¬ 
tainly an evidence that a change so much at 
variance with former practices, and so con¬ 
trary to her own inclination, was not effected 
by herself, but by the irresistible operations 
of the Holy Ghost. 

From the period of my first acquaintance 
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with Miss M. I visited her very frequently 
during a whole month, until the terminating 
stages of her disease prevented me from see¬ 
ing her. 

But I do not propose to give any regular 
account of the successive interviews which I 
had with this dying convert. I shall rather 
attempt to exhibit her progress in the divine 
life, by stating some of the leading features 
of her character which came under my own 
observation. These were humility, eager¬ 
ness for instruction, delight in prayer, con¬ 
cern for the salvation of others, a watchful 
observance of Providence, and composure in 
the prospect of death. 

I begin with her humility, because it was 
peculiarly eminent, as being so opposite to 
her previous dispositions. She was naturally 
of a very quick perception, which, combined 
with a finished education, gave her a con¬ 
scious superiority to many of those around 
her. Comparing herself with the defective 
and delusive standard of worldly attainments 
in others, she found much to excite feelings 
of complacent satisfaction. She stood high in 
her own vain conceits and boasted acquire¬ 
ments; and pride was so predominant a prin¬ 
ciple, that her inward struggles lasted long, 
before she could yield to the dictates of a 
condemning conscience. But, 0 how inter¬ 
esting were the first ebullitions of her sub¬ 
dued spirit! When I went to act,at her own 
request, as a spiritual instructor, she said to 
the person who informed her of my being in 

8 
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the house,“Well, it is hard to bear; but I 
submit—I must be humble.” And to myself, 
her first words gave proof that she had 
unconsciously been learning humility in the 
school of Christ: “ I am ashamed of my 
ignorance, and I wish to be taught like a 
little child.” 

When the sinner is brought to try himself 
by the standard of God’s law, he soon dis¬ 
covers his short-comings, and then his self- 
glorying is turned into self-reproach. In this 
way, Miss M. ceased to boast of her accom¬ 
plishments, and humbly confessed that her 
ignorance was so great as to require instruc¬ 
tion in the very first principles of the religion 
of Christ. And had this change in her views 
been merely occasioned by the temporary 
influence of a desponding feeling, it would 
speedily again have given place to the na¬ 
tural sway of human pride. But as she 
made advances in the knowledge of God and 
of Jesus Christ, her mind became the more 
imbued with the adorning virtue of Christian 
humility. When she was aroused from the 
sleep of sinful security, and perceived the 
threatening danger which surrounded her, 
she said, like the prodigal, “ I will arise and 
go to my father;” and in the same spirit of 
humble contrition which prompted him to 
confess, “ I am unworthy to be called thy 
son; make me one of thy hired servants,” 
she even deemed herself as undeserving of 
any share whatever in the regard of a sin- 
pardoning God, and never ceased to exercise 
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a watchful guard against a presumptuous 
enjoyment of that peace which reigned in her 
soul. Renouncing every self-righteous plea, 
she received with meekness the ingrafted 
word; and estimating aright the compara¬ 
tive insignificance and vanity of her mental 
superiorities, she imitated the great apostle 
in counting all things but dross, for the excel¬ 
lency of the knowledge of Christ Jesus her 
Lord. Surely a humility like this, so deep 
and so uniform, could only be the offspring 
of divine grace. 

No less conspicuous was her eagerness 

for instruction. Much she had learned; 
but still she felt and confessed that a poor 
Sunday school girl knew much more than 
she did, of those truths which were chiefly 
valuable to immortal creatures. The know¬ 
ledge of God, and of her own heart, and of 
the way of salvation, had never formed 
branches of her education. But the convic¬ 
tion of her ignorance, and, at the same time, 
the discovery of the paramount importance 
of divine things, filled her with the most 
ardent desire to have this deficiency made 
up; and the earnestness of her solicitations 
to be instructed in the doctrines of the gospel, 
and the extreme attention with which she 
listened, while I endeavoured, from day to 
day, to expound the Scriptures, testified that, 
as she now perceived where “the pearl of 
great price” was hid, it was her determina¬ 
tion to search till she found it. 

The best of her days had been wasted in 
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folly; she deeply mourned over a loss so 
great and so irretrievable; but it now became 
her habitual aim, as much as circumstances 
permitted, to redeem the time that was past, 
by the more diligent improvement of what 
still remained; and, considering the extent 
of her natural and acquired talents, it was 
quite to be expected, that when grace re¬ 
moved darkness and prejudice from her 
mind, the light of God’s word would find 
a ready entrance, and shine with peculiar 
lustre. This was indeed the case, to a de¬ 
gree which often surprised me, and, in part, 
accounts for her rapid progress in knowledge 
and in holiness. 

She was very thoughtful, and “ pondered 
in her heart” the wonderful truths which she 
now so gladly received; hut she seldom spoke 
of the state of her mind, excepting to myself. 
Sometimes, in the evenings, the young lady 
who so faithfully attended her, read in her 
hearing portions of the Scripture, or psalms 
or hymns: and always, when her strength 
permitted, she had the Bible at hand, for her 
own consultation. She took particular plea¬ 
sure in perusing the book of Psalms, which 
often confirmed my belief, that her religion 
was truly of an experimental kind. 

This leads me to notice her delight in 

the exercise of prayer. What she used 
to regard as a mere form, which was more 
frequently neglected than attended to, was 
now viewed as an incumbent duty, and 
esteemed as the most exalted privilege. 
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Whenever she felt her wants to he urgent 
and numerous, and believed that God was 
able and willing to supply them, she then, 
from the heart, rejoiced that there was a free 
and constant access to the throne of grace. 
She always requested me to pray with her 
at the conclusion of our conversations: and 
often, when she was most unable for speak¬ 
ing, she seemed to enjoy the greater happi¬ 
ness in joining in prayer. Such was the im¬ 
portance she attached to this Christian duty, 
that she never failed, as I left her room, to 
beg of me to remember her in my private 
supplications to the Almighty. I understand 
she was importunate in making the same 
request to the good people with whom she 
lived, and even, at different times, sent for 
the worthy old widow to pray at her bedside. 

A little circumstance, which I shall men¬ 
tion, gives a convincing proof of the inward 
satisfaction which she experienced in her own 
communions with God. One forenoon, when 
I had gone to see her, I found her worse than 
usual, and scarcely able to speak to me. On 
inquiring what was the matter, she replied, 
“I am a poor weak creature, sir; and last 
night, a friend who called to see me, thought 
my spirits low, and insisted on my getting 
out of bed. I dare say he meant it for my 
good, but he would not believe how ill I am: 
and I thought he used me so harshly, that it 
quite distressed me; and when he left me, I 
wished to pray but I could not.—No, sir, I 
could not pray, and this distressed me more. 
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All that I could do, was, with tears to com¬ 
mit my agitated soul to God. I know it was 
wrong, but I am so weak.” It was impos¬ 
sible to listen to this interesting complaint 
without being affected; but I tried to soothe 
and calm her mind, assuring her, that He 
who is the hearer of our prayers, will even 
accept of our sighs and our groans, when the 
sorrows of our hearts are too big for com¬ 
mon utterance. 

Prayer has been the solace of God?s peo¬ 
ple in all ages; it has been the very first and 
strongest proof of their discipleship, as might 
be illustrated by many Scripture examples. 
And if frequency and fervour in this heavenly 
exercise afford evidence that the heart is 
devoted to God, I cannot withhold this testi¬ 
mony to the change produced in the mind of 
Miss M. I know not that she ever read the 
apostolic injunction,“Pray without ceasing;” 
but it might be said of her, that, in the true 
spirit of this divine precept, prayer was the 
very element in which her heaven-born soul 
delighted to breathe. 

Her CONCERN FOR the salvation of 

others was another trait in her character, 
which indicated that she really felt the grace 
of God in her own heart. Unless we are 
brought to some experimental knowledge of 
the lost and ruined state of all mankind by 
sin, we can never exercise towards them that 
feeling of Christian compassion, which stirs 
us up to labour and pray for their salvation. 
But when the eyes of the mind are opened 



THE DYING CONVERT. 87 

to see the depravity of our own hearts, and 
what is the awful consequence of living at 
a distance from God, we then take a new 
interest in our perishing fellow-creatures; 
and having ourselves experienced that God 
is plenteous in mercy, and willing to pardon 
the returning penitent, we rejoice in every 
opportunity of proclaiming the divine long- 
suffering and forgiveness to such as have 
hitherto lived without God and without hope 
in the world. 

This was the case with Miss M. At inter¬ 
vals of ease, when she almost thought she 
was getting better, she took pleasure in the 
anticipations of uniting with other Christians 
in their “labours of love,” and of devoting 
her talents to the service of her Saviour. She 
frequently expressed her wishes to see my 
Sunday school, and delighted in the idea of 
mingling with the children, from some of 
whom she had received the dawnings of spir¬ 
itual enlightenment; and although it was in 
the humblest manner, she also pleased her¬ 
self with the hope of being able to take some 
part in forwarding their instruction. To her 
brother she frankly communicated all the 
change that had taken place in her sentiments 
and hopes. She repeatedly gave him her 
best advice; and likewise, as a favour, re¬ 
quested of me, that I would admit him to my 
acquaintance; as it was her earnest desire, 
that he might, by the mercy of God, enjoy 
the same peace and comfort as she did her¬ 
self. She did not even conceal from the doc- 
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tors what the Lord had done for her soul; 
and embraced every opportunity of recom¬ 
mending that religion which she had found 
to be her only substantial solace. 

And here i cannot omit to narrate a very 
in*. resting circumstance which she once men¬ 
tioned to me when expressing how happy it 
wouk 'e.her to be useful to others: “ In¬ 
deed, ny’ she said, “ you may think it 
strange, but I flatter myself that God has 
already rendi red my illness of essential bene¬ 
fit to at least me individual besides myself.” 
I certainly wondered at this, as scarcely any 
body was admitted to her room.—“But I’ll 
tell you how ri happened,” she continued.— 
“ In a family where I occasionally visited 
here, when was all gaiety, there is a little 
servant girl, who has, since my confinement, 
been very frequently sent to inquire for me. 
One day, not long ago, she-had been so anx¬ 
ious to see me that I allowed her to come in. 
The next time she returned, she particularly 
requested to speak with me; and on ap¬ 
proaching my bedside, she immediately fell 
on her knees, and exclaimed, 4 0 ma’am! I 
shall bless God as long as I live for having 
seen you. I was well taught at a Sunday 
school, but when I went to service, I soon 
forgot all the good instructions I had received, 
and became very thoughtless and giddy. But 
when I saw you look so ill, and remembered 
how lively you used to be, I thought if I was 
reduced to the same situation, what would 
support me? I felt convinced that my life 
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was not a preparation for death, and many 
things that I had heard from my teacher 
rushed into my recollection; and, I hope the 
Lord will never suffer me to he so foolish 
again.’ ” “ I was affected,” said Miss M. 
“ with this poor girl’s behaviour. She had 
often witnessed my extravagant flow of spirits 
in her master’s house, and, perhaps, it proved 
a snare to her. My ghastly appearance now 
presented such a contrast, that it was natural 
for a young tender-hearted girl to be struck 
with it; but 0 what a cause of rejoicing, if 
she is thus truly brought back to God!” 

Nor was this concern for the salvation of 
others only an occasional feeling with Miss 
M. It grew with her growth in the experi¬ 
ence of vital religion; and her dying request 
to me was, that I should write an account of 
her conversion, as she hoped it might be use¬ 
ful to others. In this way, though she is now 
dead, she yet speaketh. 

In all her former life, she yielded a practi¬ 
cal obedience to the doctrine of chance; but 
latterly she became the most minute obser¬ 
ver of Providence. In every thing she traced 
the hand of God; and, instead of fretting with 
a peevish discontent at many dispensations 
which she had felt to be almost intolerable, 
she now acknowledged that they were all 
the appointments of divine goodness. Every 
day she continued to make fresh discoveries 
of the infinite wisdom which reigns in the 
counsels of heaven, and thankfully blessed 
God for those very events of her life, which 
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she had been accustomed to consider as cruel 
and harsh. “Ah! sir,” she sometimes would 
have said, “when my godmother died, who 
was the only parent I ever knew, I thought 
it very unkind in the Almighty to deprive 
me of such a friend; and afterwards, as I 
lost so many relatives, one after another, I 
gave myself up to a constant indulgence of 
complaint, which aggravated my grief, and 
rendered me more miserable. I felt myself 
friendless and forlorn. I could not submit: 
but now I see that all these afflictions were 
necessary, to teach me the emptiness and 
uncertainty of human enjoyments, and are 
prominent parts of the way by which God 
was to bring me to himself.” How justly 
might she have used the poet’s words:— 

Blind unbelief is sure to err. 
And scan his work in vain : 

God is his own interpreter, 
And lie will make it plain. 

She also told me with what reluctance she 
had come to reside in E—. “Here,” she 
added, “I was a stranger, with scarcely a 
single acquaintance, and my pride could not 
endure the idea of living in a boarding-house : 
but how much more kind has Providence 
been to me, than I should have been to my¬ 
self! I was a stAnger, and strangers took 
me in. They have always been kind to me, 
and for a long time I did not prize their kind¬ 
ness as I ought to have done. Their religion 
was a restraint which I disliked; but now I 
experience its value, both in their prayers on 
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my behalf, and in their excessive attentions. 
0 how thankful I should be to God for plac¬ 
ing me in such a family! I am treated with 
the affection only due to a daughter or a 
sister.” 

And often with the same spirit of piety, 
she made the most grateful allusions to the 
wonderful train of events which led me to 
visit her. “The goodness of God to me,” 
she would have said, “ is truly amazing. 
Had I gone to England with my cousin, as I 
so much wished to have done, perhaps my 
health might have been better, but then my 
soul would have been lost. I never could 
have met with you, sir; and, indeed, nothing 
teaches me more the wise superintendence 
of Providence, than the remarkable way in 
which I was urged to inquire for your kind 
counsels. After hearing those Sunday school 
stories, when my mind became so distracted, 
my lovely cousin, whose death I had last wit¬ 
nessed, always appeared to me in my terrify¬ 
ing dreams, and said, ‘ Send for Mr.-: he 
will instruct you. Send for Mr. -: he 
will comfort you.’ And, in fact, sir, although 
I had never known any thing of you before, 
your name rung in my ears for several weeks 
incessantly. But it was all of God, and I bless 
his name for inclining you to come to me.” 

I never saw a more submissive acknow¬ 
ledgment of Providence; she became quite 
resigned to her bereaved situation, calm and 
contented amidst her many distresses, and 
even thankful for all the way by which God 
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was pleased to lead her to the city of heaven¬ 
ly habitation. A passage from Psalm cxlv. 
took a firm hold of her mind; and she said, 
when her desolate circumstances otherwise 
appeared overwhelming, it often checked an 
occasional disposition to repine:— 

The Lord is wise in his ways all, 
And holy in his works each one: 

He’s near to all that on him call, 
Who call in truth on him alone. 

The belief of this was her consolation in 
the moments of bitterest trial, and her mental 
directory amidst those bodily sufferings, which 
gradually increased as life drew to a close. 
And surely such humble confidence in the 
wisdom of an overruling Providence, gave 
strong evidence, that the Spirit of God was 
in her; whilst, at the same time, it ought to 
be regarded, by all professing Christians, as 
a conduct worthy of their habitual imitation. 

But I must now make some allusion to 
Miss M.’s composure in the prospect of 

DEATH. 

There is something in the very idea of 
dissolution, at which human nature revolts. 
Death was originally inflicted on Adam and 
his posterity, as the punishment of their trans¬ 
gression; and it would cease to be regarded 
in that light, unless 1 he Almighty affected the 
minds of his rebellious creatures with a cer¬ 
tain painful awe, when the subject is brought 
before them. But so great is the dcceitful- 
ness of man’s heart, that although his inter¬ 
est for immortality is involved in its result, 
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yet death is seldom realized in his general 
thoughts, as an enemy which must be en¬ 
countered, until some apprehension of immi¬ 
nent danger forces it into view. Then the 
king of terrors assumes the most appalling 
aspect, and the soul, unarmed for the conflict, 
is overwhelmed with alarm and dismay. If 
conscience should remain so seared as to with¬ 
hold its condemning voice, still the anticipa¬ 
tions of a righteous judgment, and the awful¬ 
ness of an uncertain eternity, compel the 
dying sinner to tremble for his coming fate. 

When Miss M.’s disease warned her of its 
probable termination, she immediately felt 
her inability to encounter this last enemy; 
and, looking to God only in the forbidding 
character of “a stern and of an avenging 
Judge,” she became miserable. This was 
her own acknowledgment. But so soon as 
God condescended to reveal his grace, in 
giving her a sense of his pardoning love, 
her uneasiness gradually diminished, until a 
brighter discovery of gospel truths enabled 
her not only to confess that “ the wages of 
sin is death,” but also to join in the triumph¬ 
ant language of the apostle, “ Thanks be to 
God who giveth us the victory, through our 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

At a very early period of my intercourse 
with this young lady, she candidly declared 
that she felt herself dying, and that she was 
quite unprepared. 0 how affecting to hear 
such a statement! But she was “ a chosen 
vessel of mercy, to show forth the long-suffer- 
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ing of God;” and being enabled to believe 
on Ilim who hath conquered death and the 
grave, she rose superior to fear; and the 
composure with which she latterly talked of 
her departure from this world of woe, often 
filled me with wonder and praise. She was 
naturally endowed with uncommon strength 
of mind; and when this was guided and for¬ 
tified by Christian principles, she exhibited a 
degree of unruffled firmness, which few of 
God’s people are privileged to possess. 

After her mind was eased from the terrors 
of death, and animated with the hopes of 
heaven, she determined to execute a will. 
In this she was thwarted by her medical 
attendants, Avho wished to laugh her out of 
the apprehension of dying. But she calmly 
told them,“ I am sure it can do me no harm: 
it won’t make me die a day sooner; and if I 
delay, it may be too late.” They promised 
to inform her as soon as it appeared to them 
necessary, which, latterly, they found them¬ 
selves obliged to do; but the task was so 
painful, that they chose to communicate the 
information by letter. This increased the 
shock given to her feelings; but her forti¬ 
tude wonderfully carried her through all the 
sad ceremony, which she could only now 
regard as a kind of death-warrant. I saw 
her the following day, when she mentioned 
all that had happened. She was much ex¬ 
hausted, but it seemed to be a relief to her 
mind; “for now,” she said, “ I have settled 
all my worldly affairs. I trust my peace is 
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made with God; and I have nothing to do 
but to die.” 0 how desirable to be thus 
waiting for the coming of the Lord! I was 
also told, that some days previous to this, she 
had risen from her bed, and got all her ward¬ 
robe arranged, and even laid aside the very 
articles of clothing, in which she wished her 
corpse to be dressed. 

In my later visits to this dying convert, I 
always found that death and heaven were 
the subjects nearest her heart, and on which 
she delighted most to converse; and, as she 
ripened for the abodes of pure and endless 
bliss, her longing to enter upon their enjoy¬ 
ment daily increased. This desire to depart 
and be with Christ, was no doubt aided by 
the growth of her disease, and often she 
feared that she was sinning by impatience. 
But all her ties to the world were broken; 
and, having sipped of the streams of heavenly 
pleasures, she naturally longed to drink at 
the fountain-head. Sacred hymns were much 
read to her when she was able to hear them; 
but the one in which she particularly delight¬ 
ed, because she considered it so appropriate 
to herself was, 

The hour of my departure’s come, 
I hear the voice that calls me home; 
At last, O Lord, let troubles cease. 
And let thy servant die in peace ! &c. 

The day on which I last saw her, she was 
reclining on a couch by the fireside, as her 
laborious breathing prevented her lying in 
her bed. She looked uncommonly interest- 
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ing; so very emaciate and distressed, and 
yet so calm and placid. She was unable to 
converse, but requested me to pray with her. 
Her appearance affected me much; and, 
while I regretted my inability to give her 
relief, I mentioned, as a ground of consola¬ 
tion, that we had a great High Priest, who 
shared our infirmities, and sympathized with 
us in all our afflictions. Before engaging 
in prayer, I begged permission to read the 
beautiful paraphrase on the last verses of the 
4th chapter of the Hebrews. The conclud¬ 
ing stanzas are as follows:— 

In every pang that rends the heart, 
The Man of Sorrows had a part; 
He sympathizes with our grief, 
And to the sufferer sends relief. 
With boldness therefore at the throne, 
Let us make all our sorrows known; 
And ask the aids of heavenly power, 
To help us in the dying hour. 

I then knelt at her side, and endeavoured 
to suit my petitions to her trying situation. 
As I rose, she thanked me; and, taking hold 
of my hand, with a feeble voice, but with a 
most expressive countenance, she said, “ God 
bless you, sir! God bless you! You have 
been a kind friend to me. I trust you have 
saved my soul from the pit of destruction, 
and plucked me as a brand from the burning. 
Before I knew you, the very thought of death 
was dreadfully alarming; but now it is to 
me the most delightful subject, and I hope 
God will soon take me to himself. The cir¬ 
cumstances attending this happy change have 
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certainly been wonderful. I wish you to 
write an account of my conversion, as I think 
it may be useful to others.” 

After this, Miss M. lived for a fortnight; 
but the last stages of her disease were so dis¬ 
tressing, and the medicine necessarily admin¬ 
istered, produced an almost constant stupor, 
so that she was unfit to receive my visits. 
At tranquil moments, she was frequently 
observed to be praying, and sometimes her 
ejaculations were indistinctly heard. And 
thus she lingered out her appointed days on 
earth, until the measure of her tribulation 
being filled up, I fondly trust she had an 
abundant entrance into the everlasting king¬ 
dom of God her Saviour, where she now 
joins the ransomed throng, in singing the 
heavenly hallelujah. 

For now concludes the mighty strife, 
And death is swallowed up in life. 
She mounts, she flies, she flics away 
To regions of eternal day; 
And pure white robes to her are given, 
Wherewith she shall appear in heaven. 

Edinburgh, 1820. 
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THE 

CHRISTIAN EXPERIENCE OF MISS L. 

IIow true is the observation of the poet, 
“That life is long, which answers life’s great 
end.” The period of a Christian’s sojourn 
upon earth may, in many instances, be brief; 
and yet so rapidly may the work of grace be 
carried forward in his heart, that the great 
design of his creation may be accomplished 
in a few short years, and he may be trans¬ 
planted to a region of unfading bliss, where 
his holiness and his happiness are alike con¬ 
summated. The career of the amiable and 
excellent Miss L. affords a beautiful and 
striking illustration of the truth of this re¬ 
mark. Her Christian experience was sum¬ 
med up in a brief period; and yet, so quick¬ 
ly and effectively did the Spirit “perfect 
that which concerned her,” that we find her 
in her latter days evincing a maturity of 
Christian knowledge and of holy attainments, 
which evidently betokened a very marked 
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preparation and meetness for the inheritance 
of the saints. 

Miss L. was the daughter of the minister 
of a burgh town in one of the southern coun¬ 
ties of Scotland. From her infancy she was 
of a tender and delicate constitution. Before 
she was two years old, her father was cut 
off, after only two days’ illness, in the prime 
of life, and in the midst of his usefulness, 
leaving a disconsolate widow, with three 
children, without any other provision for her¬ 
self or them, than the necessarily scanty al¬ 
lowance derived from the Ministers’ Wid¬ 
ows’ Fund. By this painful bereavement, 
the family were suddenly precipitated from 
a condition of plenty and comfort to a state 
of comparative poverty. The subject of the 
present sketch was the youngest of the now 
fatherless family, and, at her tender age, she 
was, of course, unconscious of the change 
which had taken place in their circumstances. 
She was reared, along with her brother and 
sister, under the roof of her maternal grand¬ 
mother, who was herself a minister’s widow, 
and with whom her widowed daughter and 
the infant children came to live. Miss L., in 
an autobiographical sketch which she had 
commenced a little before her death, and a 
small portion of which still remains in manu¬ 
script, acknowledges that, though she never 
remembered a time when she did not know 
there was a God, still she adds:—“My earli¬ 
est remembrances showed that I neither knew 
God, nor had been taught to know him as 
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lie is revealed in his word. I never knew 
or was taught the wickedness of my own 
heart, nor the way of salvation through the 
Redeemer. Those who had the care of my 
soul thought, I suppose, that a child could 
not understand the wickedness of nature, nor 
the gospel plan.” 

These remarks point to an error which is 
too common, alas! even among professedly 
Christian parents. They entertain the false 
notion, that the peculiar doctrines of the Bi¬ 
ble cannot possibly be communicated to the 
mind of a child, and, accordingly, they limit 
their religious instructions to a few cold gen¬ 
eral truths in regard to the existence of a 
God, of a heaven, and a hell, and thus, un¬ 
intentionally we admit, they infuse into the 
minds of their offspring the most defective, 
and, therefore, erroneous, views of Divine 
truth. In consequence of an early training 
of this kind, many young persons are under 
the necessity, in alter life, of unlearning what 
they have been taught in childhood. This 
was remarkably the case with Miss L. As 
she grew in years, she grew in the know¬ 
ledge of Christ and his salvation. Her views, 
under the teaching of the Spirit, became 
clearer and more scriptural; and according¬ 
ly, we find her thus writing in her Diary, 
while yet in her fourteenth year: 

“I am weary and heavy laden with sin, 
therefore I have gone to the throne of God, 
told him all my sins and wants, and plead 
with him the fulfilment of that promise, 
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through Christ, ‘I will give you rest’ (from 
sin;) and this—‘ He that cometh unto me I 
will in no wise cast out.’ Lord, I have come 
to thee again and again, and I do now come 
to thee. Lord, look on thy Son, and through 
him look on me. I confess I am unworthy, 
utterly unworthy; I deserve death, and not 
life—hell, and not heaven. I have nothing 
to recommend me to thee, but sin—no excuse 
to offer for myself. When I consider what I 
am—a worm of the dust, and what thou art— 
the great and holy God, I am led to £ lay my 
hand on my mouth, and my mouth in the 
dust, and to cry out, Unclean, unclean—un¬ 
worthy, unworthy—ungrateful, ungrateful, 
sinner.’ To think that to such as me the 
Gospel message is addressed! Lord, I em¬ 
brace the offer; ‘Lord, I believe; help thou 
my unbelief;’ Lord, I give myself to thee. 
0 take me under thy care; 0 make me 
thine; forsake me not, the work of thy hands. 
Lord, I cannot say I am thine, but I hope I 
am; and I can say with truth, I wish to be 
thine. It is the height of my ambition that 
‘ I may be found in Christ, not having mine 
own righteousness, which is of the law, but 
the righteousness which is of God by faith.’ 
This is the point on which all my hopes cen¬ 
tre, and this has been my petition for years, 
and still is my petition, viz., 0 Lord, teach 
me to rest and to believe on Jesus Christ 
alone for salvation as he is offered to us in 
the Gospel. For his sake, hear me.” 

Nor did she pray in vain; for,in the course 
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of a few days after, she thus records the Al¬ 
mighty’s goodness in listening to the voice of 
her supplications: 

“ Since writing the above, God has been 
very gracious to me, and has confirmed my 
hope in Christ. He has heard and answered 
my prayers; he has caused light to shine out 
of darkness, and taught me to believe in his 
promises, and take them for my own. God 
has given me £ peace and joy in believing,’ 
greater than I can express in words—greater, 
far greater joy, than the worldly man ever 
felt, or can feel, when his corn and his wine 
are most increased. 0 that I could praise 
the Lord with my whole heart! 0 that my 
life were one continued hymn of praise! 0 
that every action were an action of gratitude 
to this great Being, to whom I owe every 
blessing, temporal and spiritual! Praise to 
his name for ever!” 

Such language, from the pen of a believer 
so young in years, is deeply refreshing. She 
had been sitting at the feet of Jesus, and there 
she had found rest to her soul. Her very 
words breathe warmth of heart, sincerity of 
purpose, ardent longings after a holy walk 
and conversation. Like all the true followers 
of Jesus, she endured “much tribulation;” 
yet though her personal sufferings abounded, 
her “ consolations in Christ did much more 
abound.” Accordingly, we find her thus re¬ 
cording her thoughts on this subject: 

“ Nature shrinks at the prospect of suffer¬ 
ing, but I can endure all things, if God be 
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with me. In general I am supported by this, 
that I have given myself to God, to dispose 
of me as he sees fit; and I know he will do 
all things well, I believe that every thing will 
work together for my soul’s good. He has 
enabled me to trust in his promises, and apply 
them to myself, and ‘ as my day is, so shall 
my strength be.’ If I am called to great 
trials, I trust God will give me great grace 
to endure them; if to great duties, great grace 
to perform them. I am principally anxious 
that I may never murmur, or find fault with 
his dispensations towards me; but glorify him 
at all times, and always be able to say from 
the heart, ‘ Good is the will of the Lord: all 
his ways are perfect.’ Indeed his tender 
mercies are over all his other works: if it 
were not unbelief, we should constantly see 
this. Even in the midst of judgment we may 
sing of mercy. 

“ Think on the sufferings the blessed Jesus 
(who was ‘ God over all’) underwent for us, 
not only in his body, but his soul. When 
we reflect on his agony in the garden and on 
the cross, that he suffered the fierceness of 
the wrath of Almighty God for us sinners; 
shall we not suffer any thing he is pleased to 
lay on us without a murmur; particularly if 
he (as in general he does,) while afflicting 
the body, comforts the soul? 

“ If Christ the wrath of God and man 
With patience did sustain, 

Becomes it those for whom he died 
To murmur or complain 1 
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“ God can make up to me for all my sor¬ 
rows; I know he can. I have ever found 
him a God at hand, and not afar off; but I 
have never suffered any thing in this world 
to cause real sorrow, but sin. It is this that 
puts a bitter in our earthly cup; compared to 
which, I think every thing else sweet. It is 
sin in myself and others, and in those near 
and dear to my heart, which is the chief, I 
had almost said the only, cause of sorrow to 
me; indeed, it is the only cause of any deep 
or abiding grief. If sin were taken away, 
this world, with all its ills, would be a heaven 
to me; and the chief thing that makes hea¬ 
ven a place of happiness must be, that there 
we shall be free from sin. We shall be hap¬ 
py, because we shall see God, and enjoy his 
presence; but unless we were without sin 
(and in this respect like God in kind, though 
not in degree,) we could not be happy, even 
in heaven. This is the glorious character of 
our gracious Redeemer, not only that he will 
save his people from the guilt of sin, but from 
its power. Yes! it is a precious promise, 
‘ Sin shall not have dominion over you;’ and 
this too is a grand truth, that Christ, if we 
arc his, will purify us to himself, ‘ a peculiar 
people, zealous of good works.’ 

“ 0 ye happy few, the very joys of hea¬ 
ven will be heightened by your arrival. The 
Almighty himself shall welcome you with a 
smile; and that very smile, that welcomes 
you into their presence, adds joy to the whole 
assembly. ‘ Come, ye blessed!’ ” 
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Miss L.’s life was for many years uncheck¬ 
ered by incidents of any kind. She continued 
to reside in the immediate neighbourhood of 
her birth-place, and with the exception of 
those variations in the state of her health to 
which her weakly constitution rendered her 
subject, nothing occurred in her history wor¬ 
thy of notice. She was daily endeavouring 
however, to become more and more assimi¬ 
lated to her great Exemplar and Head. To 
the accomplishment of her sanctification, her 
sufferings were evidently blessed. They were 
means intended by the Almighty to subserve 
an all-important end; and though they might 
not “for the present be joyous, but grievous,” 
still they were “ working out in her the peace¬ 
able fruits of righteousness.” Thus in her 
diary, under date May 24, 1S2S, she adverts 
to an attack of illness in these words: 

“ I have been from home ten days lately; 
have been ill with pain in my side, and a de¬ 
gree of fever. I am a good deal better, for 
which I ought to be thankful to God. I have 
been much on the mount lately: felt, when 
ill, that death might be at hand; felt no fear 
on that account, but much inward peace, and 
quite assured of God’s love to me through 
Jesus. I am a poor, guilty worm; but God 
has enabled me, by his grace, to come to Christ 
for life and salvation, depending on his all- 
sufficient atonement and perfect righteous¬ 
ness. I believe that what I have committed 
to him, he will keep; and that my soul shall 
never perish, neither shall any be able to 

10 
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pluck me out of his hand. These are happy 
moments, when I am permitted to behold by 
the eye of faith, the King in his beauty, when 
he discovers his matchless loveliness, and 
gives me a foretaste of heaven. At such 
blessed seasons, the soul is bowed down and 
humbled in the dust, and adores the infinite 
mercy and goodness of God. If there be such 
happiness in these manifestations of Divine 
love, what must heaven be?” 

In such a frame of mind, afflictions are pre¬ 
cious blessings to the Christian. They carry 
him onward with the most astonishing rapidi¬ 
ty along the road that leads to glory. This 
was the happy experience of Miss L.; she 
could say with David, “ It is good for me 
that I have been afflicted, for now I have 
learnt thy law.” But while she felt that she 
was making progress in the divine life, she 
often looked back to “ the rock whence she 
had been hewn, and the hole of the pit whence 
she had been digged.” As an example of 
her reflections on this subject, we may cite 
the following from her diary for July, 1828: 

“ I have been reading this morning in the 
Sacred Word, the beautiful relation of our 
blessed Saviour curing him that was born 
blind. I was born blind, in a spiritual sense; 
but, glory be to God, I can say with the man, 
‘ Whereas I was blind, now I see.’ Some 
Christians can say this, but cannot tell the 
time nor the manner how they came to see. 
With me this is not the case; I remember 
both the time and the manner when I was 
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first brought to see in a spiritual sense, and 
can, as it were, trace the progressive steps 
by which God has led me to this day, which 
takes in a space of more than six years. 
During this time, all my experience confirms 
and proves more and more unto me, that I 
am a great sinner, born with a load of origi¬ 
nal guilt, to which is added a daily burden 
of actual. This is the case with every indi¬ 
vidual, and with me in particular. I am the 
very chief of sinners. Of myself I cannot 
come to Christ (further than by the use of the 
appointed means;) for the natural man is 
prone to evil, and has such a dislike to any 
thing good, that I believe, did God not pluck 
many as brands from the burning, we should 
all inevitably perish. For myself I can say, 
I was found of Him when I sought him not. 
All the praise of my redemption and conver¬ 
sion I do, and ever will, ascribe to free, sove¬ 
reign, almighty grace. Christ died for sin¬ 
ners, and he invites such to come to him, even 
the chief, such as I. He has enabled me to 
accept this invitation. I know that I am his, 
because he has taught me to choose him for 
mine. I never either could or would have 
chosen him, had he not first chosen me. By 
nature, my love to sin was too strong, and 
my propensity to practise it too active, to be 
subdued by any thing short of the power of 
God. By nature, I was too base-minded to 
love him—too blind to know him—too proud 
to trust him—too obstinate, and too much a 
slave to sin and Satan, to serve him. I wished 
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to be saved from hell, and therefore avoided 
gross sins; but I had no hatred to sin—no 
sense of its ingratitude. No; instead of this, 
I regretted the restraints of the law, and 
thought it was a pity God had threatened 
such punishment to the breakers of it. I was 
sorry for doing so and so; such a sin merited 
punishment; and it was this fear alone that 
prevented me from committing gross sins. 
But now God has taught me a very different 
way of thinking—he has taught me to obey 
him from love. I believe I shall never be 
sent to hell; but this, so far from making me 
commit sin, has the contrary effect. I hate 
sin (0 that I could say with a perfect hatred!) 
because it is hateful to God.” 

Christ’s true followers are often trained in 
the school of affliction. Our views and feel¬ 
ings are so entirely limited to present and 
sensible objects, that we are in danger of 
viewing affliction merely as it is in itself— 
not joyous, but grievous; without taking into 
consideration the salutary moral effects which 
it produces in the character of the sufferer. 
In adversity the pride of the Christian is 
humbled; he becomes more deeply sensible 
of his utter weakness and unworthiness; he 
cleaves the more closely to the mercy and 
love of his heavenly Father; and he confides 
the more simply and the more unreservedly 
in the grace and guidance of his Redeemer 
and Lord. He feels that this world is vain 
and unsatisfying; but in the multitude of his 
thoughts within him, the comforts of God de- 
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light his soul; and however severe may be 
the trials with which he has been visited, he 
knows that they are intended to subserve the 
accomplishment of the will of God—“even 
his sanctification.” What room is there, then, 
for one repining thought? The Lord is with¬ 
drawing temporal comfort, that the believer 
may be led to “ set his affections on the things 
which are above, where Christ sitteth on the 
right hand of God.” Such was the experi¬ 
ence of Miss L. She was subjected to much 
bodily weakness, but she was “ strong in the 
Lord, and in the power of his might.” Thus, 
in the year 1S29, her Diary contains these 
remarks: 

“Well might the prophet say, ‘Thou wilt 
keep him in perfect peace whose mind is 
stayed on thee.’ The doctrines of the Holy 
Scriptures are calculated to maintain the soul 
in uniform serenity, it is unbelief contracts 
their influence. Oh for grace at all times to 
view futurity as the only consummation of 
life and happiness, and see that every thing, 
however discordant to present gratification, 
has an ultimate reference to it, that there is a 
‘need be’ for all these things, and that the 
time is coming, when every dark providence 
will be cleared up, and it shall be made mani¬ 
fest that every event of this mortal state has 
been necessary in the great operations of the 
director of all things to perfect the work of 
redeeming grace. 

“ I have been blessed with much spiritual 
comfort for some time past. I scarcely ever 
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had such distinct exercises of faith—it has 
been often, during the past year, and the feel¬ 
ing is rather increasing. I have been as con¬ 
scious of the divine presence as ever I was of 
the presence of a friend when conversing with 
me. I have felt within such a persuasion 
that God did hear my prayers; I have been 
given, when at the throne of grace, the power 
to renounce self, and sweetly and entirely to 
rely on Christ, that I must conclude, my exer¬ 
cises have been different from what the natu¬ 
ral man ever felt. I surely know from expe¬ 
rience the meaning of that text, ‘ To you that 
believe he is precious.’ Oh how precious!” 

And again, in reference to the benefits 
which she had derived from affliction: 

“ I think God has graciously led me to see 
that sickness and ill health, and other trials 
may be profitable, that they may even be 
pleasant when he sends them and blesses 
them. I never was so happy as when the 
fatherly corrections of God showed me that 
this is not my rest; my soul has relied in faith 
and hope, solely on the faithfulness and grace 
of God, through his dear Son. I felt my will 
say amen to God, and could repose on the 
precious belief, that a God of infinite wisdom 
and goodness, governs and guides the con¬ 
cerns of the universe—The peace and joy 
thus produced is unmingled joy, it is a joy in 
God, while self dwindles into nothing.” 

Accustomed as we are to connect pain, 
and calamity, and persecution, with wretch¬ 
edness and despair, the suffering disciples of 
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the Redeemer cannot fail to be regarded by 
the ignorant worlding as the objects of pity, 
rather than of congratulation. They are sup¬ 
posed to be of a morose and austere disposi¬ 
tion, utter strangers to cheerfulness and con¬ 
tentment. On this very prevalent misrepre¬ 
sentation Miss L. remarks: 

“Many who have no knowledge of reli¬ 
gion, think it makes men gloomy. I know 
of no such religion. How can that which 
prepares us for trials—which teacheth us to 
expect and bear disappointments — which 
lowers our calculations and desires from this 
world—which resolves all things with sweet 
complacency into the will of the all-wise, all- 
merciful Governor of the universe, which as¬ 
sures us, that Jehovah will make all things 

work for our good, which gives the soul in this 
wilderness foretastes of heaven, and a hope 
attested by evidence which God himself has 
prescribed, of ultimate admission to the joys 
that are at his right hand for evermore;—how 
can this religion make men gloomy?—it is 
impossible. 0 yes! I can say from experi¬ 
ence, ‘ Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 
whose mind is stayed on thee.’ I know that 
all He appoints is best. ‘ My soul, trust thou 
in the Lord for ever, for in the Lord Jehovah 
is everlasting strength.’ ” 

In 1830 Miss L. removed, with her mother, 
to Edinburgh, when they took up their resi¬ 
dence at Comely Bank. Here she attended 
the ministrations of the late lamented Mr. 
Martin, who was then minister of Stockbridge 
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Chapel. Under the instructions of this young 
but highly gifted servant of the Lord Jesus, 
she made rapid progress in the knowledge 
and love of the truth. She grew up and 
flourished in the courts of the Lord’s house, 
aud throughout the rest of her Diary, we find 
almost constant reference to the discourses 
of Mr. Martin, as having refreshed and 
strengthened her soul. In the beginning of 
January, 1 S31, she writes her sister in the 
following terms: 

“ Mv Dear R.,—I have long intended to 
write you, and I am set down at last. I was 
very much pleased with your last note. If 
it be, as you say, your sincere wish for your¬ 
self and children, to be within the covenant, 
He, who never heard that wish in vain, will 
satisfy your largest wish; in this respect we 
cannot be too ambitious, nor can our desires 
be too numerous or large—put thou thy trust 
in God, he will give thee thine heart’s desire. 

“To God thy way commit, him trust 
It bring to pass shall He.” 

“I was sorry to hear, your little darling 
was so ill, but I hope she will be spared to 
you, if it be God’s will; if not, we should not 
desire it, but I hope you will be made willing 
to submit to God’s will in this and every 
thing else, and that your will may be one 
with Ilis, who knows what is best for us. 
We had a beautiful lecture from Mr. Martin 
last Sabbath, from Luke xviii. IS—2S. My 
mother received your letter; I was sorry you 
did not send mine, on account of the date, it 
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would have been very acceptable, however 
old. You must not do the same again. I have 
really enjoyed good health for some time past, 
and am a good deal stronger than I have been 
for five years. Oh, what reason have I for 
gratitude and praise! My spiritual and tem¬ 
poral mercies are more than can be num¬ 
bered. I really do not think that ever one so 
completely unworthy was so signally blessed 
as I have been; the only sorrow I have, 
arises from sin which I see and feel clinging 
to my every action; sin in the world,and sin 
in myself is the only grief I have, but I take 
that glorious promise, and rest upon it, and 
I would entreat you to take it also, ‘ Sin shall 
not have dominion over you, for ye are not 
under the law, but under grace.’ We had a 
beautiful sermon lately from Mr. Martin on 
these words. I have neither time nor space 
to put it down here, but what he said was 
most comforting, that the believer was not to 
think, because sin sometimes prevailed, that 
therefore it reigned—as well might we think, 
that a king did not reign supreme over his 
realms, because a subject or two in some 
remote corner of the kingdom were apt to 
rebel.” 

Shortly after Miss L. came to reside in 
Edinburgh, she entertained the idea of put¬ 
ting in writing a record of the Lord’s dealings 
with her from her earliest recollections. This 
design, had it been accomplished, might have 
put us in possession of a very valuable auto¬ 
biography; but from some cause or other, 
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(perhaps from the state of her health,) she 
had only penned a few sentences, explana¬ 
tory of her object, and the reasons for wish¬ 
ing to accomplish it, when she abruptly ter¬ 
minates the narrative. We regret the loss; 
but enough remains of her Diary to show, at 
all events, that the Spirit carried forward the 
work which he had graciously'- begun in her 
soul, and thus prepared her for the glorious 
change which she was soon to undergo. The 
concern which she felt for the best interests 
of every member of her family was a beauti¬ 
ful feature of her character. To her sister 
she was often accustomed to throw out sea¬ 
sonable hints in reference to the religious 
training of her children. The following judi¬ 
cious observations on that important subject 
may be useful to some of our readers: 

“ R., you have an important charge given 
you by God: you cannot teach them to 
love God too soon, or too early impress on 
their minds that ha is every where present, 
that he, is all-powerful, and that they cannot 
be good unless he teaches them—therefore 
they should pray for his teaching; whenever 
they have behaved well, teach them that it 
is only God who has enabled them, and that 
they never can at any time do good without 
the help of a great and invisible God, that 
they can only get this help for Christ’s sake, 
for what he did and suffered—they and all 
men deserve hell, and would have been in 
it, had it not been that the Son of the great 
God left heaven, came to this world, obeyed 
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the commandments for us, which we could 
never do—that his doing this pleased God as 
much as if we ourselves had done it, that all 
men deserve hell for their sins, but that Christ 
lias died on the cross to take away sin, that 
he has suffered for our sins, that we might 
be saved from suffering the punishment we 
deserved; and therefore, if we believed our¬ 
selves to be sinners, if we felt that we could 
never, without the help of God, do any thing 
to please him, that we could never act so as 
to deserve heaven, if we were willing, per¬ 
fectly willing to be saved, and get there 
because Christ has satisfied God’s justice as 
stated above; tell the children that if they 
feel thus and come to God, and pray to him 
to save them from the punishment and power 
of sin—in other words, to save them from 
hell, and make them holy, for Christ’s sake 
(that only for his sake they are to expect to 
be heard and not on account of any thing 

else,) they will be heard and answered, for 
God hath said, ‘Him that cometh unto me, I 
will in no wise cast out.’ He has said in 
another place, to them that come to him, 
‘ That he will receive them, and be a father 
unto them, and they shall be my sons and 
daughters, saith the Lord Almighty.’ Surely 
there is nothing in all this that a child may 
not understand, nothing, were it not that the 
heart is enmity against God, and unless taken 
away by him, will effectually blind us to the 
plan of salvation by Christ. You may say 
‘ well then, if this enmity should only blind 
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the hearts of my children, they cannot come 
to God in Christ, neither will they understand 
the great truths of the gospel, were I to tell 
them.’ This is quite true, but are we on that 
account, to desist from using the means till 
the enmity is taken away? No; use the 
means and look with faith and hope for the 
blessing through Christ; we should always 
remember that God is a sovereign, he can 
work with means or without, for or against 
them, and he does this in a way often un¬ 
seen to us,and incomprehensible; we cannot 
say, with regard to an individual or a child, 
whether or not the Spirit of God has been, 
or is at work with them; for aught we know, 
they may have been sanctified from the 
womb, nor can we from the first dawn of 
reason on the soul, say it is too soon to sow 
the good seed. 

“ This I am certain of, that God can con¬ 
vince' a child of sin, and that it cannot by 
any of its own works, merit heaven. He 
can make it willing to accept of salvation on 
any terms which God thinks fit to propose; 
carry all this on in the heart, and make it 
quite ready to receive the good seed, even 
the gospel of Jesus, and yet not one indivi¬ 
dual be in the least aware of the great work 
that was going on. Now, this can be the 
case, I conceive, with regard to any of your 
children; and yet you might not know it. 
Now, your duty is to sow the good seed at 
every suitable opportunity, always asking 
God to bless it—to look up with confidence 
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to Godin Christ,as a covenant-keeping God, 
to cause the seed to take root, and bring 
forth fruit to his praise and glory. If any of 
your children were very hungry or thirsty, 
would it not be very cruel in you, having 
food, to withhold it ? They may be hunger¬ 
ing and thirsting for spiritual food, and will 
you not give it them (because some will tell 
you that they are too young to understand 
you,) by proposing to them the grace and 
mercy of a Saviour? No earthly desire, how¬ 
ever strong, can, I think, equal the desire of a 
soul convinced of sin and afraid of hell; and 
if they have never heard of Christ as he is 
risen, in the Bible, what do you think must 
be the feelings of the soul in this situation, 
when he hears for the first time of Christ’s 
complete atonement, and all perfect right¬ 
eousness? This is offered to him, if he be 
willing. He has been made already, by the 
grace of God, completely willing. His feel¬ 
ings, then, can he conceived by one who has 
felt the same, but cannot be described to one 
who has not. He no sooner hears of the 
Saviour than, with joy unspeakable, he flies 
to him, as just the very Saviour he stands in 
need of. He feels that Christ is just such a 
refuge from the storm, and covert from the 
tempest, as he stood in absolute need of. 
Without this, he felt that, for any thing he 
could do to save himself, he must perish, and 
that for ever; and now that he is safe, dwell¬ 
ing in Christ by faith, what follows? Grati¬ 
tude and love spring up in his heart, to his 
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God and Redeemer, and he presents himself 
a living sacrifice to God, which he accounts 
a most reasonable service, and a most de¬ 
lightful one. All the sorrows he ever has, 
spring from the remains of sin; and his chief 
grief while here is, that he cannot love God 
more or serve him better. This is no imagi¬ 
nary case; I have no doubt it happens often, 
and it was my own. 

“ I hope my dear R. will not think that I 
meant the foregoing observations or advices 
as if I would dictate to her. I wrote just as 
the words occurred to my mind; and if I 
have been writing what you knew, were 
convinced of, and acting upon, remember 
sisterly affection dictated every word writ¬ 
ten.” 

It were well if Christian parents would 
ponder deeply these important remarks, and 
seek to view their children habitually as im¬ 
mortal beings committed to their care to be 
reared for the service of God here, and the 
enjoyment of God hereafter. 

After the removal of Mr. Martin from 
Stockbridge Chapel to St. George’s Church, 
Miss L., as often as she was able to attend 
church, waited upon the ministry of Dr. 
Muir, from whose discourses she received 
much edification and comfort. It was not 
very often, however, that she was permitted 
to enjoy public ordinances. Naturally of a 
tender and delicate frame, she was very liable 
to attacks of illness. In the month of August 
1832, she was suddenly seized with a severe 
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vomiting of blood, which continued at inter¬ 
vals for twelve hours. To a constitution 
already much weakened, this was a violent 
shock ; but, by the blessing of the Almighty, 
she was gradually restored from what ap¬ 
peared to herself and the family the gates of 
death. Infirmity of body gave rise, as is 
often the case, to cloudiness in her spiritual 
prospects; and accordingly, we find her thus 
bewailing her state: 

“ Of late I have felt my inward darkness 
much. This, along with a sense of sin— 
inward sin—has given me much sorrow, 
finding that in me there was nothing but sin 
and darkness. I have looked and cried to 
God in Christ alone for light and deliverance 
from sin; for I am blind, and sinful, and 
weak. I will plead this promise, (God be 
praised for it!) 41 will bring the blind by a 
way that they know not; I will lead them in 
paths which they have not known. I will 
make darkness light before them, and crook¬ 
ed places straight. Those things will I do 
unto them and not forsake them. Praise the 
Lord, praise the Lord; let all that is within 
me praise the Lord.’ I wish all men to praise 
and glorify God ; but, alas! sin abounds in 
all men. The sins of professors, and those 
around me, give me much grief; the sins of 
those near and dear to me make me sad, sad. 
My hope is in the Lord, both for them and 
myself, or I would be in despair. Psal. xvi. 
8, 9, 11. 

Though often conscious of the struggle 
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between the flesh and the spirit, she never 
lost sight of her Redeemer. Her views of 
his fulness and all-sufliciency seemed to be¬ 
come clearer as she advanced. Her end was 
near, though she knew it not. The vomiting 
of blood which had so alarmingly seized her 
in August, returned on the 1st 'of October 
following, and proved fatal. The brief re¬ 
cord of the closing scene is thus given by a 
friend: 

“Miss L’s last illness continued for three 
days only; and, though suffering great pain, 
she made no complaints; for, on her mother 
remarking, ‘Oh, that is severe!’ she replied, 
“ Oh, no, mother! What did Christ suffer?’ 
She often said, ‘Oh, that I may triumph over 
death!’ and,holding out her arms to her bro¬ 
ther, said with a firm voice, ‘William, to live 
is Christ, and to die unspeakable gain; I am 
happy.’ On the Sabbath preceding her death, 
although not able to speak much, she request¬ 
ed to hear some portions of Scripture. The 
40th Psalm being read to her, she earnestly 
exhorted her mother to wait patiently upon 
the Lord; and, on afterwards having heard 
read the two first verses of the 42d Psalm, 
said, ‘ That is exactly what I feel.’ She was 
ever anxious to impart to her mother the joy 
she felt; and on the latter saying, ‘Are you 
not sorry to leave me?’ “ No; I am thankful 
to leave you, under a gospel minister.’ She 
took her parent’s hand, and prayed for Dr. 
Muir (who was her minister,) for Dr. P., and 
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for all from whom she had received kindness. 
When not asleep, she was engaged in prayer. 
She spoke of all her little matters; arranged 
every thing; said she was ‘setting her house 
in order.’ The state of her mind was happy, 
always rejoicing. ‘ 0 mother, what is prayer, 
without communion with God? I am per¬ 
fectly sensible of the presence of God in my 
apartment.’ 

“ Her character was remarkable for great 
humility, self-denial, patience, kindness, cha¬ 
rity, anxiety to be useful, and to proclaim to 
sinners the glad tidings of salvation. She 
was the stay of her widowed mother; ad¬ 
vised her in difficulty—soothed her in sor¬ 
row—built her up in faith. With a single¬ 
ness of heart very remarkable, she glorified 
God in all things; and wherever affliction 
was sent to any around her, she was eager 
to impart comfort, beseeching the Lord to 
enable her to speak aright a word in season 
to the afflicted soul! She died October 3, 
1832.” 

That Miss L. was quite aware of the ap¬ 
proach of death, though not perhaps so sud¬ 
denly as it occurred, is evident from various 
passages in her diary. In anticipation of that 
solemn event, she penned the following affect¬ 
ing letter, addressed to her mother, which 
was found among her papers after her de¬ 
cease : 

“My dearest and rest of Mothers: — 

As the illness 1 now feel may be unto death, 
11 
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I want to write you a few lines, to be read 
when I am gone to another and better world. 
As I do not know what conflict I may have 
at the hour of death, I write this while I am 
able to be some comfort to my dear mother, 
who has been so kind and attentive to me 
during all my long illness. Do not think 
that all your attention is lost, because my 
health has not been restored. The Almighty 
will reward you, though I cannot; for since 
ever the Lord taught me the value of my 
own soul, oh, how earnestly did I desire that 
yours might be blessed! It was my daily 
prayer to God for you, in which I still con¬ 
tinue, that he would be your God and your 
guide through life, your support at death, 
and throughout eternity your everlasting por¬ 
tion. God has heard my prayers in behalf 
of myself, and I trust also with regard to my 
friends, and, in particular, you, my dear mo¬ 
ther. I here ask your pardon, if I ever did 
or said any thing to offend you, for it never 
was intended; and I wish you to bear with 
me for a little just now, and not take it amiss, 
when I, who am your child,speak to you (as 
it were from the grave) of your immortal 
soul. Oh, mother, reflect more on your spi¬ 
ritual concerns than ever you have done! 
You will And, when you come to die, that 
they who study this most, when they come 
to die,think they have done it too little. Oh, 
listen to the Bible, ‘Be careful for nothing; 
but in every thing, by prayer and supplica- 
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tion, make your requests known unto God.’ 
And again, 

1 Trust in the Lord, for ever trust, 
And banish all your fears; 

Strength in the Lord Jehovah dwells, 
Eternal as his years.’ 

“ Let your whole anxiety be about your 
immortal soul—not for the bread that perish- 
eth, but for that which endureth unto ever¬ 
lasting life. Leave the guiding of your tem¬ 
poral affairs entirely unto God; only watch 
over the health of your soul, which shall live 
when this world, and all in it, have passed 
away. Pray, therefore, to God to enable you 
more than ever to set your affections on things 
in heaven (not on things on earth) where 
Christ sitteth at the right hand of God; ‘for 
what is a man profited, if he should gain the 
whole wTorld, and lose his own soul? or what 
can a man give in exchange for his soul?’ 
Above all things, my mother, ‘ Search the 
Scriptures, for in them is eternal life; and 
this is life eternal, to know the only true God, 
and Jesus Christ whom he hath sent.’ ” 



MEMOIR 

OF 

MARIA, A CONVERTED JEWESS. 

The truth stated by the great apostle St. 
Paul, 1 Cor. i. 26—“ Not many wise men 
after the flesh, not many mighty, not many 
noble, are called,” has often been exempli¬ 
fied in the history of the church of Christ. 

But although it is pre-eminently “ to the 
poor that the gospel is preached,” it is not 
always so. 

The charge which is brought against 
Jewish converts, that they are generally per¬ 
sons who have been accustomed to move in 
the lower walks of life, is indeed as untrue, 
as it is discreditable to those Avho make it. 
As Christianity is the religion of Him who 
was sent to “ bind up the broken-hearted,” 
we ought to hope that it will, in very many 
cases ]?e found a source of comfort and peace 
to those whose worldly prospects present 
but little to cheer and solace them. And we 
rejoice to know, that many a poor Jew has 
found a friend in the “man of sorrows,” and 



MEMOIR OF MARIA, ETC. 125 

been made a partaker of that salvation which 
is to be bought without money and without 
price. But he, with whom is the residue of 
the Spirit, has graciously been pleased also 
to call many of the sons and daughters of 
Abraham from all classes of society to the 
knowledge of the truth. 

The following interesting memoir tells us 
of one, who was raised above the ills of 
poverty and dependence upon those in whose 
religion she sought comfort. Maria, was 
taught, during a long and painful affliction, 
that solid comfort is only to be found in the 
faith and hope of the gospel. 

The following is the account of the re¬ 
markable manner in which she first became 
acquainted with Christianity. 

By a fall down a steep staircase, Maria 
seriously injured the spine, and, from that 
period, the slightest movement occasioned 
acute pain. A case so deplorable excited 
general commiseration, and a lady who fre¬ 
quently called, had just been told that there 
was no perceptible amendment, when she 
heard her cry of anguish. Instantly the mer¬ 
cy of God suggested the desire to tell her of 
her Saviour, of the God of patience and con¬ 
solation, and though the apparent imprac¬ 
ticability of gaining admission, chilled her 
hopes, yet the idea was never absent from 
her mind; and He from whom all holy de¬ 
sires, good counsels, and just works do pro¬ 
ceed, blessed her endeavours, and opened 
the way. With messages expressive of sym- 
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pathy,she occasionally sent fruit and flowers; 
the basket was one day brought back by 
Maria’s sister, with a request that Miss P. 
would call upon her. The pleasure excited 
by this invitation, was checked by the con¬ 
sciousness of her incompetency to address a 
Jewess on religious subjects: but, trusting in 
the Lord to direct her thoughts and words to 
Maria’s benefit, she sought to subdue the 
trepidation with which she first entered the 
chamber of the poor sufferer. After listening 
to the detail of pains, which her solicitude 
and attention were subsequently often per¬ 
mitted to alleviate, Miss P. requested to read 
to her, and selected those psalms which she 
deemed most applicable to her situation. 
Maria assented, adding, she frequently read 
them, and had learned to repeat several 
during her sleepless nights, but the Bible on 
the sofa was so heavy, she could not hold it 
long. Her Christian friend left her a pocket 
Bible, and also some tracts; these were all 
returned in a few days, with a message that 
Miss — was too ill to receive visiters. Maria 
afterwards acknowledged that this repulse 
arose from the suspicion that Miss P. was 
anxious to convert her. Still she was de¬ 
sirous to possess a small Bible, and asked 
her father to procure one, instead of which 
he sent her some narratives; after reading 
them, she expressed her disappointment in 
not receiving a Bible, which she could read 
repeatedly. He had the kindness to send 
some of the smaller editions; and one was 
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selected, in which the New Testament was 
interleaved with prints. Maria often said, 
that her father in giving her that book, 
bestowed a treasure greater than all he pos¬ 
sessed. She showed it with much delight to 
Mrs. B., who said, “ Let the first words I 
read to you from this book be from St. John’s 
Gospelbut perceiving a smile, she added, 
“ Recollect, Maria, you will pain me exceed¬ 
ingly, if you laugh at the name of Jesus.” 
With her usual amiability, she assured her 
she would not, if it made her uneasy. In 
after days, Maria allowed that the passage 
then read from the first three chapters, struck 
her as agreeing with others in the Psalms. 
At that time also, she answered Mrs. B.’s 
remark, “Either you or I must be materially 
wrong,” by saying, that the difference be¬ 
tween Jews and Christians frequently embar¬ 
rassed her. 

Maria was thus led to examine into the 
truth of the doctrines of Christianity; to 
which, at first, she made many objections. 

Miss P. repeatedly said to her, “ Maria, 
though you and I hold such different opin¬ 
ions, the one who prays the most earnestly 
for the teaching of the Holy Spirit, will be 
guided into the truth.” “ A word in season 
how good it is!” In her present perplexity, 
she did ask to be taught of God: and he 
failed not, in his own good time, to answer 
her prayer, though the enmity of the carnal 
(natural) mind against God prevented her 
own from being as yet, subjected to the word 
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and to his Spirit. One day Maria told her 
friend that Mrs. 13. had some time before 
entreated her to read Isaiah liii.,and assured 
her that there, as well as in all the minor 
prophets, she would find passages respecting 
the Messiah, but added, in a tone of disap¬ 
pointment, “ I have read them all, and I can¬ 
not tell what Mrs. 13. meant. To me Isaiah 
liii. appears to refer to the state of my nation.” 
Miss P. offered to select from different com¬ 
mentaries, a clear explanation, if she would, 
meanwhile pray to God to prepare her heart 
fir its reception. This she promised, but 
when it was carried and read to her, the 
expected visit of a relative, occupied her 
thoughts. Fearing she might be prohibited 
from seeing her again, Miss P., for the first 
time, knelt, and committed her to the love of 
God the Father, to the mercy of the Re¬ 
deemer, and to the teaching of the Holy 
Spirit, that her mind might be enlightened 
to discern the sense of this portion of Divine 
revelation. Maria did not unite in the pray¬ 
er, but appeared convinced that it was offered 
with a real desire for the welfare of her soul. 

A great variety of passages, taken from 
the writings of the prophets, were brought 
before her at different times; at length we 
are told— 

On Miss P’s next visit, Maria was suffer¬ 
ing severely from the cramp; as soon as 
some palliatives had been used, and they 
were alone, she said, “ Now entreat the Lord 
to afford me some relief!” Miss P. complied, 
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adding a petition that the entrance of God’s 
word might give light,might give understand¬ 
ing to the simple, and had the satisfaction to 
hear every prayer offered in the name of 
Jesus, and for the first time the Lord’s pray¬ 
er, audibly and fervently repeated. After a 
pause, Maria asked if she remarked it: Miss 
P. replied, “ Indeed, dear Maria, I was filled 
with joy and thankfulness on hearing those 
words from your lips. May 1 ask your mo¬ 
tive? for you must know who it was that 
said, “After this manner pray ye.” “Yes; 
I know that Jesus gave that prayer to his 
disciples, therefore I shall always use it; for 
I do now believe that Jesus is the suffering 
Messiah.” 

Maria’s principles were soon put to the 
test, being galled to endure a direct attack 
from one who evidently possessed a con¬ 
siderable knowledge of the subject, and the 
circumstance itself deserves notice, as it shows 
the feelings of a Jew who was at that time 
sadly ignorant of that religion which he after¬ 
wards learned to esteem. 

Mr. C., a Jew of superior intelligence and 
attainments, was accompanied by one of his 
elder brethren, who took no part in the sub¬ 
sequent conversation. After speaking upon 
different subjects, Mr. C. mentioned his de¬ 
sire of teaching Hebrew, and stated that, for 
that purpose he had called upon some of the 
clergymen, to one of whom he had said, that 
it was a delusion to believe that a Jew was 
ever really converted to Christianity, for those 

12 
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who professed it, did so from hypocritical 
motives, either to gain money or an ad¬ 
vantageous situation! Maria listened with 
breathless anxiety, and lifted her heart to 
the Lord to enable her to refute so unjust an 
assertion. Soon after, Mr. C. turned towards 
her, and inquired whether she had been long 
ill. Her grandmother gave an account of 
her accident, of her nearly total loss of sight, 
and of the suffering she had endured. Maria 
immediately said, “ I thank God for all my 
afflictions, for he has sent them to bring me 
to the knowledge of himself. I have just 
heard you say, sir, that no Jew can become a 
Christian, except from interested motives:” 
Mr. C. interrupted her, “ Decidedly so.” 
“ Look at me,sir; what could a situation, or 
money do for me in my helpless state ? and 
yet, I tell you, sir, that I firmly believe that 
Jesus of Nazareth has suffered and died for 
us, and that there will be no other Messiah.” 

C. Who told you this? 
31. My God taught me! 
C. What induced you to believe? 
31. Reading the Scriptures; and I can say 

yet more, I dare die this moment in the faith 
of Jesus! 

C. What! are you going to turn Goia? 
Are not your father and mother Jews? 

Her grandmother here interposed, observ¬ 
ing, “ To be sure they are, and so are all her 
family and relations.” 

Mr. C. took up a Bible, saying, “The 43d. 
of Isaiah will convince you that there is but 
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one God.” At the third verse, Maria inter¬ 
rupted him, “ The Holy One of Israel is he 
in whom I believe, he is my Saviour, and I 
want no other!” When he ceased reading, 
she continued, “ Now take the 53d, sir, which 
will prove that the Holy One must be a suf¬ 
fering Messiah.” Mr. C. threw the book on 
the table, uttered an execration against the 
name of Jesus and quitted the house. 

It was not long after this that she expressed 
a wish to be baptized. 

After her interview with Mr. C., her desire 
for immediate baptism was so much increased, 
that she frequently made it a subject of con¬ 
versation with her Christian friends. At that 
time, the accomplishment of this duty ap¬ 
peared impracticable, but Maria knew that 
the “ Eternal God was her refuge,” to him 
she made her supplication, and he failed not 
to send her an answer of peace. 

Maria experienced very painfully those 
difficulties which so often stand in the way 
of those who are anxious to confess their faith 
in Jesus. 

One afternoon, Miss P. was hastily sum¬ 
moned, being told, that Maria was apparently 
dying. She found the poor sufferer (sup¬ 
ported by her affectionate mother,) in such a 
state, as to admit of no delay in referring to 
her former earnestly expressed desire for bap¬ 
tism. On the first abatement of the spasms, 
Miss P. reminded both her mother and grand¬ 
mother that Maria was already a Christian, 
and had long been anxious for admission into 
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the Christian Church by baptism. Being 
somewhat revived by powerful stimulants, 
Maria faintly articulated some words of im¬ 
portunate appeal, entreating that her mother 
would not refuse her dying request. Mrs. — 
alluded to the disgrace which in the opinion 
of their nation would be brought upon the 
family by such an act, asserting, that her own 
learned relatives were far better judges in the 
matters of religion, than one so young, and 
who could have so little knowledge on these 
subjects. Maria answered every objection, 
by renewed entreaties that she might be bap¬ 
tized in that name in which alone she trusted; 
and even, in the intensity of her desire, de¬ 
clared that she could not die in peace if 
refused; her only wish was to obey her Sa¬ 
viour’s command, and then to say, “ Lord, 
now let thy servant depart in peace.” All 
present united in her petition, but the mother, 
deeply affected, was influenced only by the 
accents of her child, and for some time evi¬ 
dently struggled with contending feelings. 
At last she said, “ The father is the head of 
the house, if he chooses to allow it, he can 
do as he pleases.” Maria’s alarming situation 
was announced to Mr. —, and his permission 
solicited, but this was positively refused. Her 
medical attendant told him that recovery 
from this attack was not impossible, but he 
could not answer for his daughter’s life, if 
the unfavourable symptoms should increase, 
as instant suffocation might ensue. Maria 
then solicited her friend to intreat her father 
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to come to her without delay. On meeting 
with him, Miss P. implored him to see his 
child immediately, and listen to her dying 
request, (for such it was expected to prove) 
and repeated some of the passages which had 
so powerfully influenced Maria’s mind; add¬ 
ing, that her examination of Scripture, and 
prayer for the teaching of that Holy Spirit, 
spoken of by David and the prophets, had 
compelled her to believe, that the Messiah 
whom their nation expected daily, was that 
suffering Redeemer, whom the prophets had 
so clearly predicted, especially Isaiah in the 
53d chapter, the whole of which prophecy 
she considered, had been accurately fulfilled 
in Jesus of Nazareth. Miss P. was heard 
with more attention and forbearance than she 
could have anticipated. 

When Mr. — visited his child, she said, 
« Dear father, I have one request to make; 
remember! it is my dying request, the last 
favour I shall ever ask of you, father.” With 
much kindness he inquired, “ What is it, my 
dear ?” 

M. It is, father, that you will consent to 
my baptism. 

F. No, Maria, I cannot do that, you were 
born a Jewess, and you must die one. 

M. Father, that is impossible, for I am a 
Christian: I believe that Jesus is the Saviour, 
and that without him vve should perish ever¬ 
lastingly. 

F. Maria! what have you to do with these 
opinions? You were brought up a Jewess! 
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M. No, father, the religion we observed 
was not that of the Bible, it did not cleanse 
our hearts; but now I know that we must 
worship God “in spirit and in truth.” Father, 
the Messiah is come! You must all believe 
on him: I know him. lie is my only hope. 
Father, it is my last, my dying request! I 
have no fear of death, for my blessed Saviour 
has procured my pardon. 

Again Mr. — desired her to remember, 
that all her family were Jews, and that she 
must not forsake her religion. Maria replied, 
“ No, I have not forsaken my religion, it is 
the poor Jews who forsake it. If they would 
read their Scriptures, they would then know 
that Jesus is their Messiah! He saves from 
sin. lie alone has made me happy under 
all my pains. He died for me. It is my 
dying request.” 

These sentences were uttered at intervals, 
and Maria now lay gasping for breath; but 
when again enabled to speak, she renewed 
her entreaties in the most supplicating tone. 
Mr. — then observed, “But, Maria, what 
will your mother say?” With as much 
strength as her exhausted state permitted, 
she answered, “ My mother has said, it is for 
you to decide, father; I beseech you, do not 
refuse me.” He appeared agitated, was 
silent for some minutes, and at length said, 
“ Maria, if I should be brought to consent, 
remember you must be buried wherever your 
friends may choose.”—“ Father, I care little 
where you may place this poor body, pro- 
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vided my soul be with Jesus.” However 
reluctant her grandmother might be to add 
her consent, yet the state of suffering in which 
Maria lay, the alarming symptoms threaten¬ 
ing immediate death, the intense anxiety 
evinced by her countenance, all operated so 
powerfully on the feelings of Mrs. —, that 
she declared she should never know a mo¬ 
ment’s peace if this dear grandchild should 
die in such distress of mind, with her last, 
her only request refused. 

The Rev. Mr. B., the curate of the parish, 
was requested to attend, and soon arrived, 
accompanied by a clergyman who had been 
much interested in Maria’s spiritual progress. 
None of those who were present, can forget 
the tone of entire dependence on Divine as¬ 
sistance in which her replies were uttered 
(particularly in her answer to the fourth 
question,) “ By the help of my God, I will 
do it,” nor could they fail to note the implor¬ 
ing expression of those uplifted but sightless 
eyes, which sought not the God of Jacob in 
vain. 

But we must pass over the interesting ac¬ 
count which this memoir contains of the 
workings of faith, and the patience of hope, 
as exemplified in the experience of this dear 
Christian, and hasten to the closing scene: 

The morning preceding that of her death, 
she told Miss P. how powerfully it had been 
impressed upon her mind during the night, 
that she must confess Jesus more fully to 
her relations, before she could be released; 
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and having called her attendants to her bed, 
bade them mark that it was the Lord who 
had sent her mother to sit up this second 
night, that she might hear and believe. Dur¬ 
ing its sleepless hours she inquired whether 
her mother was convinced that her senses 
were yet perfect. “Yes, my love,” was the 
reply. Maria then proceeded to say, “ The 
Lord has told me he will not take me out of 
my present sufferings, till I have more fully 
confessed Jesus to you all.” About noon, 
being informed that her mother had had 
some rest, she requested to see her again, as 
well as her grandmother, and exhorted them 
with great clearness and strength, to seek 
the Lord Jesus, assuring them that there is 
no “salvation in any other;” that none can 
be saved without coming to Christ as the 
atonement for their sins; and repeated, “It 
is he who has given me all the peace and 
comfort I enjoy.” It was remarked, “ There 
is repentance for all.” “Yes,” she replied, 
“but it must not be put off till death; and if 
it be true repentance for sin, we shall feel 
our need of a Saviour. It is scorning God’s 
offered mercy, to put it off till the last, lest 
the day of mercy should be passed. The 
Scripture says, ‘ Now is the accepted time, 
now is the day of salvation.’ Oh, mother! 
when we see our need of a Saviour, then 
avc can rejoice that ‘God so loved the world, 
that he gave his Son to die for us all.’ Our 
sacrifices were all types of Christ; they were 
shadows of good things to come. Christ 
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bore the sins of many, and was sacrificed 
once, and there is now no more offering for 
sin, because by Christ there is pardon for 
all that will believe on him. Faith in this 
Saviour is now my support; my sins will he 
remember no more; the knowledge of him 
has given me peace; it is because I have 
found him, that I am now so happy.” Her 
mother replied, “Yes, my dear, we are all 
sure you are going to happiness.” “ But I 
could not attain heaven without Christ. It 
is only through him that our souls can be 
saved;” — then endeavouring to raise her 
head,she said with great emphasis,“Mother, 
we must go to the Father through the Son; 
he ever sitteth at the right hand of God, mak¬ 
ing intercession for us. ‘ Jesus gave himself 
for us, that he might redeem us from all 
iniquity.’ If we will but believe that the 
Scriptures alone can point out the way of 
salvation, we shall there learn that we must 
pray for the teaching of the Spirit. He will 
teach all who ask, and then he gives us ‘grace 
for grace,’ and Jesus gives us peace by the 
‘ Comforter;’ it is he who has taught me, and 
who comforts and supports me under all 
these sufferings. How often have I said, 
Not one pain too much; and now they are 
as chaff before the wind, they are nearly 
over; but if more be appointed, peace and 
assurance will also be given, in a way I can¬ 
not describe; but it will be perfect peace, for 
I can trust in him who has so often upheld 
me. ‘ I will fear no evil, for the Lord is with 
me.’ ” 
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This avowal of her views and feelings, 
though spoken only at intervals, had nearly 
exhausted Maria’s little remaining strength; 
her sister therefore proposed to read Revela¬ 
tion the 5th, but her ardent spirit did not 
permit her to listen in silence; at the fifth 
verse she again raised her head, saying, 
“ Mother, the ‘Lion of the tribe of Judah,’ is 
Christ Jesus. He was of the tribe of Judah, 
of the family of David, then in low estate, 
and Isaiah prophesied that he should be as 
‘ a root out of a dry ground.’ ” At the sixth, 
“ Yes, Jesus was the Lamb slain for us.” 

Her grandmother being now obliged to 
leave the room, her sister said, “ Maria, do 
not forget your usual custom, will you not 
give your grandmother a text?” The lat¬ 
ter used many expressions of aflectionate 
solicitude, to which Maria replied, “ Dear 
grandmother, ‘ May the peace of God which 
passeth all understanding, keep your heart 
and mind in the knowledge and love of God, 
through Jesus Christ.’ ” The fervent Amen 
uttered by Mrs.— as she quitted the apart¬ 
ment, evidently gave Maria much satisfac¬ 
tion; it was the last word she heard from 
the lips of this dear relative, as severe indis¬ 
position precluded her return to the bed of 
her dying grandchild, whom she had loved 
from infancy with such undiminished affec¬ 
tion as had induced her twice to request that 
she might be committed to her watchful 
care. 

After this exertion Maria fell into a peace- 
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fill slumber, and spoke but little during the 
day, but on entering the room in the evening, 
Miss P. was quite astonished at the energy 
with which she was addressing a poor wo¬ 
man (who had anxiously desired to see her,) 
“You must come to Jesus for salvation—you 
must bring your sins to him for pardon— 
there is salvation in no other—you must pray 
for the Holy Spirit to teach you—see what 
he has taught me, and what joy and peace 
he has given me in all my pains;—though 
you are only a poor woman, the Lord has 
as much care for your soul as for the queen’s 
upon the throne—there is no respect of per¬ 
sons before God;—there is only one way of 
salvation for all;—high and low, rich and 
poor, shall all soon stand before his judgment 
seat, but there is mercy for all, if they will 
but seek it in Christ; if they will but believe 
the all-sufficiency of his grace.” Fearing 
that she would suffer from speaking with 
such earnestness, Miss P. interrupted her, 
when Maria exclaimed, “Is that you? I am 
glad you are come, as I wish to tell you 
something; but first, tell poor Mrs. S. of 
God’s love and pity towards sinners.” ' 

After complying with this request, Miss P. 
united with her friends in enjoining silence, 
as Maria had now been speaking a con¬ 
siderable time with great animation. It was 
then decided, that her sister and. the servant 
should remain with her during the first part 
of the night, that her mother, who was nearly 
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exhausted with watching, might obtain some 
repose; but at eleven o’clock the symptoms 
appeared so alarming, that she was sum¬ 
moned. In about an hour Maria so far re¬ 
covered as to request her sister to read Isaiah 
vii. 10—13, and soon after (though frequently 
pausing from debility,) said, “ Dear mother, 
these words were once a stumbling-block to 
me. I would not believe the express word 
of the Lord, because I could not understand 
it—but when the Lord told Ahaz, ‘ to ask a 
sign of the Lord his God, either in the depth 
or the height above,’ was it likely that sign 
would be a common thing? No, it was sure 
to be something wonderful:—wicked Ahaz 
said, ‘ I will not tempt the Lord,’ but he 
would not obey, and Isaiah approaches him, 
and says, ‘ The Lord himself shall give you 
a sign: a virgin shall conceive, and bear a 
son, and shall call his name Immanuel.’ 
Mother, that means ‘ God with us.’ ” She 
then desired her sister to read Isaiah ix. 6: 
“ For unto us a child is born, unto us a 
son is given; and the government shall be 
upon his shoulder; and his name shall be 
called Wonderful, Counsellor, The Mighty 
God, The Everlasting Father, The Prince of 
Peace.” When the verse was finished, Maria 
added, “Mother, this is our Messiah.” Be¬ 
ing now unable to proceed, her sister asked 
whether she should continue reading—Isaiah 
53d was selected, on which Maria made 
comments as often as her failing strength per- 
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mitted her to speak; at the conclusion of 
the chapter she said, “ Dear mother, all this 
was fulfilled in Jesus Christ.” 

After taking some refreshment, and ap¬ 
pearing revived, she said, “Pray read St. 
John xx. 29. Mother, it was from this pas¬ 
sage I found such comfort: Thomas was 
faithless, and would not believe till he had 
seen Christ; but Jesus said unto him, ‘ Blessed 
are they who have not seen, and yet have 
believed.’ I thought much about these words; 
I wanted to be blessed, and often prayed 
very earnestly that I might believe according 
to the will of God, and then, mother, I was 
blessed also, for I found Jesus was my Sa¬ 
viour.” 

Though her weakness was rapidly increas¬ 
ing, yet so perfect was the possession of her 
faculties, that soon after one o’clock, she said, 
“ Open the window, I think Miss P. is at the 
door.” Being told the hour, and reminded 
that her friend was not expected till three, 
Maria then entreated her mother to lie down 
and endeavour to rest, saying, “ Pray do so, 
and when you are all quiet, I think I can 
sleep too.” Miss P. arrived at the time ap¬ 
pointed, and finding her in a most peaceful 
and apparently refreshing sleep, sat down and 
watched beside her, till nearly six, when on 
looking anxiously, to ascertain whether she 
had been disturbed by an unusual noise in 
the street, her forehead was observed to have 
become as white as marble, not the slight¬ 
est movement was perceptible, she quickly, 



142 MEMOIR OF A CONVERTED JEWESS. 

though softly breathed, drew one faint sigh, 
and the redeemed spirit passed into the pres¬ 
ence of God her Saviour. 

It may be well to add that, although the 
name of the family to which Maria belonged 
is not mentioned, owing to a proper respect 
for the feelings of those relatives who are 
still ardently attached to the Jewish religion, 
and, unhappily, unable fully to appreciate 
the motives which led Maria to wish to join 
the Church of Christ; the memoir is in no 
degree a fiction; but, on the contrary, states 
facts which may be relied on, as having oc¬ 
curred a very short time since in a considera¬ 
ble town in England. 

THE END. 










